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SAINT     ANN'S 


CHAPTEE  I. 

THE    wanderer's    RETURN. 

The  good  folks  of  Bridstow  had  been  roused  to  a 
sensation  of  languid  curiosity  on  that  fine  May 
evening  which,  as  they  had  been  given  to  understand, 
was  to  witness  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Foley  and  his  son  at 
St.  Ann's.  One  advantage  of  living  in  the  south- 
west corner  of  Great  Britain  is  that  the  emotions  and 
sensations  of  all  who  reside  there  become  of  necessity 
more  or  less  languid,  the  soft  climate  of  that  favoured 
region  forbidding  men  and  women  to  worry  them- 
selves  overmuch   about  anything,  and   promoting  a 
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philosophic  spirit  which  is,  happily,  quite  independent 
of  any  tedious  system  of  philosophy.  Yet  language, 
to  have  any  meaning  at  all,  can  only  be  employed  in 
a  relative  sense,  and  it  was,  so  to  speak,  exciting  to 
hear  that  Mr.  Foley  was  coming  home  at  last. 

The  event  was  one  of  no  slight  importance  to  the 
parish,  as  Mrs.  Latimer,  the  Vicar's  wife,  very  justly 
remarked.      True,  Mr.  Foley  was  not  in  himself  so 
influential  a  personage  as  Lord  Braunton,  who  owned 
nearly   the  whole   country-side,    nor   would   anybody 
have    thought   of    comparing    the    modest    property 
attached    to    St.   Ann's    with   the    wide    acres   that 
surrounded  Braunton  Towers  ;  still,  St.  Ann's  might 
be  said  to  dominate  Bridstow,  and  the  dwellers  at  St. 
Ann's  were  likely  to  be  brought  into  far   closer  and 
more  frequent  intercourse  with  the  villagers  and  the 
few  families  of   neighbouring   gentry  than   was  Lord 
Braunton,  whose  duties  or  tastes  involved  prolonged 
periods  of  absence. 

So  that  one  could  not  help  wondering  what  sort  of 
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a  man  Mr.  Foley  was,  and  whether  he  and  his  son 
would  be  any  improvement  upon  poor  old  Miss  Lee, 
who  had  rented  the  house  for  upwards  of  a  quarter  of 
a  century,  and  who  now  lay  at  rest  in  the  parish 
churchyard,  to  the  temporary — it  was  to  be  hoped 
only  temporary — detriment  of  local  charities.  That 
Mr.  Foley  should,  by  choice,  have  fixed  his  abode 
upon  the  Continent  of  Europe  durmg  all  that  long 
time  was  scarcely  reassuring ;  there  must  be  some- 
thing wrong,  or,  at  all  events,  very  odd,  about  an 
English  gentleman  who  prefers  other  countries  to  his 
own. 

'At  the  same  time,'  said  worthy  Mrs.  Latimer,  'it 
is  never  too  late  to  mend,  and  I  suppose  he  means  to 
stay  at  home  now.  Besides,  he  is  said  to  be  a  very 
clever  amateur  artist — which  may  be  some  excuse. 
Though,  for  my  own  part,  I  doubt  whether  Italy  or 
Switzerland,  or  any  other  foreign  land,  could  beat  the 
scenery  of  South  Devon  in  fine  weather.  He  ought  to 
be  well  off,  too ;  for  I  have  always  heard  that  his  uncle. 
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old  Mr.  Sam  Foley,  whom  he  succeeded,  was  a  rich 
man.  I  don't  think  I  will  mention  the  exact  amount 
of  poor  dear  Miss  Lee's  subscriptions  to  him,  unless, 
of  course,  he  should  suggest  giving  a  smaller  sum.' 

A  hasty,  though  eager,  survey  of  him  did  not,  it 
had  to  be  confessed,  convey  the  idea  of  open-handed 
benevolence.  A  tall,  spare,  gray-bearded  man,  who 
walked  with  his  head  slightly  bent,  whose  cheeks  were 
deeply  furrowed,  and  who  looked  decidedly  cross — > 
such  was  the  report  which  scrupulous  veracity  com- 
pelled Mrs.  Latimer  to  make  to  the  Vicar  of  the 
parish.  Having  had  occasion  to  purchase  a  sixpenny 
magazine  at  the  railway  bookstall,  she  had  chanced  to 
be  upon  the  platform  when  the  London  express  came 
in,  and  had  thus  obtained  the  earliest  possible  oppor- 
tunity of  scrutinizing  her  husband's  new  parishioner. 

'  The  son,'  she  continued,  '  seemed  to  be  really  nice. 
Quite  young ;  tall  and  broad-shouldered,  and,  I  should 
say,  handsome  ;  but  I  got  no  more  than  a  glimpse  of 
his  face,  because  they  hurried  away  at  once,  leavmg 
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the  servants  to  collect  their  luggage,  and  naturally  I 
was  more  interested  in  his  father  than  in  him.  There 
were  two  servants,  a  valet  and  a  footman  in  livery, 
which  looks  as  if  they  were  well-to-do.  Only  I  am 
afraid,  from  his  face,  that  old  Mr.  Foley  isn't  quite  so 
sociably  inclined  as  young  Mr.  Foley.' 

The  two  gentlemen  whose  respective  characteristics 
were  thus  succinctly  divined  and  defined  did  not 
notice  the  stout  little  lady  on  the  platform.  They 
had  not  supposed  that  their  advent  would  be  an  affair 
of  much  consequence  to  the  Yicar  or  to  the  Vicar's 
wife,  or  to  anybody  else  in  Bridstow.  They  had  had 
a  long  journey ;  they  were  tired  and  dusty  and 
anxious  to  reach  then-  destination,  which  one  of  them 
had  never  beheld  before,  while  the  other,  who  had 
seen  it  often  enough  in  years  gone  by,  was  hoping, 
not  without  misgivings,  that  St.  Ann's  might  not 
prove  utterly  uninhabitable. 

'I  didn't  see  my  way  to  letting  the  house  stand 
empty,'  the  latter  remarked  deprecatingly,  as  he  and 
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his  son  drove  away  in  the  open  carriage  which  had 
been  sent  to  meet  them,  '  and  there  seemed  to  be  no 
chance  of  securing  another  tenant.  But  how  in  the 
world  you  will  manage  to  amuse  yourself  here, 
Arthur,  I  can't  think.' 

Mrs.  Latimer  was  mistaken  in  setting  him  down  as 
cross ;  he  was  not  that ;  only  he  was  nervous  and 
worried,  as  it  was  his  nature  to  be.  Th^  younger 
man  opened  his  lips  to  reply ;  but  apparently  thought 
better  of  it,  and  waited  a  moment  before  he  observed 
cheerfully,  'Well,  it's  an  awfully  pretty  place,  any- 
how.' 

*  Yes,  it's  pretty.  Unfortunately,  you  are  no  great 
lover  of  prettiness — in  the  form  of  landscape.  A 
pretty  landscape  would  scarcely  suf&ce  to  make  you 
enjoy  existence,  I  mean.' 

The  young  man  who  had  been  addressed  as  Arthur 
laughed.  '  Well,  no,'  he  confessed  ;  '  I  don't  suppose 
it  would.  As  far  as  that  goes,  it  wouldn't  suffice  for 
you  either,  would  it  ?' 
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*  Oh,  I'm  an  old  man,'  Mr.  Foley  returned,  with  a 
shrug  of  his  shoulders.  '  ^^Tiat  does  it  signify  whether 
I  enjoy  existence  or  not?  St.  Ann's  is  as  good  a 
place  to  die  in  as  another.  Better  than  another, 
indeed,  seeing  that  it  is  nice  and  handy  to  the  family 
vault.' 

He  presented  no  appearance  of  being  an  immediate 
candidate  for  funeral  obsequies,  nor  was  he  what,  in 
these  days  of  longevity,  is  accounted  an  old  man ; 
although  he  might  very  well  have  passed  for  being 
nearer  seventy  than  sixty.  As  a  fact,  he  was  but 
fifty- eight,  and  had  always  had  fairly  good  health. 
For  various  reasons,  good  spirits  had  long  ago  ceased 
to  be  numbered  amongst  his  privileges. 

The  drive  from  the  railway  station,  through  the 
narrow  streets  of  the  little  fishing-village,  and  up  the 
steep  hill  near  to  the  summit  of  which  the  old  red 
house  of  St.  Ann's  is  situated,  did  not  occupy  more 
than  twenty  minutes.  A  straight  avenue,  on  either 
side  of  which  well-grown  ilexes  and  conifers  raised 
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their  dark  foliage  against  a  pale  blue  sky,  led  by  a 
gentle  ascent  from  the  lodge  to  a  spacious  flower- 
garden,  and  so  to  the  front-door.  Everything  was 
neat,  trim,  and  in  perfect  order ;  for  Miss  Lee  had 
been  an  excellent  tenant,  and  Mr.  Foley  had  thought 
that  he  could  not  do  better  than  retain  the  services  of 
her  faithful  domestics,  adding  to  their  number  a 
couple  of  his  own.  Only,  when  you  hate  a  place,  you 
are  not  made  to  like  it  any  the  more  by  finding  that 
there  is  no  excuse  for  reasonable  complaint  in  its 
outward  aspect.  Such,  at  least,  was  the  vexed  inward 
reflection  of  the  owner,  as  he  stepped  out  of  his 
carriage  and  acknowledged  the  respectful  greetings  of 
the  servants,  who  had  deemed  it  their  duty  to  assemble 
in  the  hall.  He  had  not  told  his  son  that  he  hated 
St.  Ann's ;  he  had  expressed  his  intention  of  residing 
there  for  the  remainder  of  his  days  ;  so  that  it  would 
have  been  ridiculous  and  injudicious  to  begin  by 
mentioning  that  he  had  a  prejudice  against  his  home. 
Perhaps  he   entertained  a  secret   hope   that   Arthur 
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would  hate  the  place  too — m  which  event  it  might 
become  incumbent  upon  him  to  quit  it  and  seek  once 
more  the  sunny  Southern  lands  which  he  loved. 

But  Arthur,  who  parted  from  him  immediately 
after  their  entrance,  and  who  presently  set  forth  on  a 
tour  of  inspection,  did  not  think  that  he  should  hate 
the  place  at  all.  To  be  sure,  this  strongly-built, 
fresh-coloured  voun^.^  man,  whose  blue  eves  looked  out 
cheerfully  upon  a  world  with  the  sorrows  and  dis- 
appointments of  which  he  had  as  yet  but  a  slight 
acquaintance,  had  not  the  remotest  intention  of 
spending  the  remainder  of  his  days  at  St.  Ann's  ;  and 
that  made  a  difference.  At  the  age  of  four-and- 
twenty  one  likes  very  well  to  have  a  beautiful,  peace- 
ful, and  commodious  home,  especially  if  there  be 
partridge  and  pheasant  shooting  attached  to  it ;  but 
neither  for  the  sake  of  beauty,  nor  peace,  nor  shooting 
is  one  content  to  stay  at  home  always.  Nor,  of 
course,  ought  one  to  be  so.  At  the  age  of  fifty-eight, 
on  the  other  hand,  it  may  naturally  be  assumed  that 
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the  advantages  above  enumerated  possess  a  higher 
value ;  and  Arthur,  as  he  stood,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  looking  out  across  the  sea,  said  to  himself : 

*  I  don't  see  why  this  shouldn't  suit  the  governor. 
He  has  a  taste  for  gardening,  and  he'll  be  able  to 
potter  about  and  sketch,  and  I  dare  say  he'll  get  some 
of  his  friends  down  to  stay  with  him.  Oh,  I  should 
think  it  ought  to  do.' 

It  would  have  done  very  well,  no  doubt,  if  it  had 
not  happened  to  be  associated  in  Mr.  Foley's  mind 
with  disagreeable  memories ;  for  the  house  was  a 
charming,  old-fashioned,  irregular  building,  over- 
grown with  creepers  and  climbing  roses,  and  the 
prospect  from  the  terrace  was  of  a  nature  to  please 
the  artistic  eye.  Three  or  four  hundred  feet  beneath 
lay  Bridstow,  a  picturesque  jumble  of  whitewashed 
cottages,  congregated  round  the  tiny  harbour,  and 
straggling  for  a  short  distance  up  the  hillside  towards 
the  gray  church-tower  ;  to  the  eastward  of  the  village, 
and  following  the  curve  of  the  bay,  a  row  of  more 


THE   WANDERERS  RETURN  ii 

modem  and  more  pretentious  edifices,  fronted  by  a 
dozen  bathing-machines,  gave  e\'idence  that  even  to 
this  remote  spot  the  inevitable  seaside  visitor  of 
summer  had  begun  to  penetrate ;  but  beyond  these, 
the  far -stretching  coast-Hne,  with  its  red  cliffs,  its 
frequent  identations,  and  its  occasional  patches  of 
white  sand,  showed  scarcely  a  sign  of  human  habita- 
tion, nor  would  anyone,  surveying  the  hazy,  blue 
distance,  have  guessed  that  he  was  gazing  at  the  rim 
of  an  over-populated  island. 

Inland  was  a  wide  expanse  of  moor,  which  was 
flecked  with  gold  here  and  there  by  patches  of  the 
ever-blooming  gorse,  and  which  would  be  purple  with 
heather  by-and-by ;  but  the  combes  which  sloped 
down  from  it  towards  the  sea  were  thickly  wooded. 
One  could  guess  that  there  were  streams  at  the  bottom 
of  these  deep  clefts,  and  one  might  hope  that  there 
were  trout  in  the  streams.  Arthur  Foley  made  a 
mental  note  of  them,  and  resolved  to  explore  them. 
Meanwhile,    the    exploration    of     the    garden,    the 
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shrubberies,  and  the  stables  gave  him  enough  to  do 
until  it  was  time  to  go  in  and  dress  for  dinner. 

That  repast  was  served  in  a  spacious  dining-room, 
the  furniture  of  which  was  solid  and  handsome,  if  not 
quite  in  accordance  with  modern  ideas  of  beauty,  and 
when  dessert  and  privacy  had  been  arrived  at,  Mr. 
Foley  felt  justified  in  pronouncing  a  moderate 
encomium  upon  the  cook. 

'  That  old  Miss  Lee,'  he  observed,  ^  evidently  knew" 
how  to  make  herself  comfortable.  Of  course,  nobody 
in  this  country  can  really  afford  to  keep  a  cook  unless 
he  has  about  5020,000  a  year;  but  one  must  be 
thankful  for  small  mercies,  and  it  is  something  to  be 
able  to  count  upon  food  which  is  not  positively 
revolting.  I  remember,'  he  added,  after  a  pause  and 
a  long  sigh,  '  that  my  uncle  used  to  have  a  cook  whom 
I  thought  excellent  at  the  time.  But  that  was  ages 
ago  ;  one  had  no  palate  in  those  days  !  I  don't  think 
I  have  ever  spoken  much  to  you  about  my  old  uncle, 
or  about  how  he  came  to  make  me  his  heir,  have  I  ?' 
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He  had  never  spoken  much  to  his  son  about  any- 
thmg  connected  with  their  family  affahs ;  for  he  was 
a  very  reticent  man,  and,  although  he  might  have 
been  called,  and  indeed  was,  even-tempered,  he  was 
neither  sympathetic  nor  approachable.  But  Arthur 
had  heard  from  other  sources  how  old  Sam  Foley  had 
had  two  nephews,  and  how,  having  quarrelled  with 
the  one  whom  he  had  been  supposed  to  favour,  he 
had  bequeathed  the  whole  of  his  fortune  to  the  other. 
The  young  man  therefore  replied  : 

'  No ;  all  I  know  about  him  is  that  he  had  an 
uncommonly  pretty  place,  and  that  he  had  the  good 
taste  to  leave  it  to  you.  I  suppose  he  was  rather  a 
queer  old  customer,  wasn't  he  ?' 

'  Because  he  left  me  St.  Ann's  and  the  life-rent  of  a 
tolerably  good  fortune  ?  Well,  I  dare  say  many 
people  thought  so  at  the  time  ;  I  dare  say  my  cousin, 
Eobert  Hamersley,  thought  so.  In  fact,  if  my 
memory  does  not  deceive  me,  Eobert  Hamersley 
described  him  in  even  less  complimentary  terms  than 
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those  which  you  have  used  ;  although,  after  all,  I  was 
his  brother's  son,  and  it  is  more  usual  for  property  to 
follow  the  male  than  the  female  line.  Setting  every 
other  consideration  aside,  it  seems  to  me  that  that 
should  have  had  some  weight  with  him.' 

'Tell  me  about  Eobert  Hamersley,'  said  Arthur, 
with  increased  interest  and  animation ;  for  his 
curiosity  had  often  been  excited  upon  the  subject  of  a 
relative  whom  he  had  never  seen,  but  whose  name 
was  familiar  to  him  and  to  the  rest  of  the  British 
public  as  that  of  one  of  the  most  intrepid  and 
adventurous  travellers  of  the  age.  '  What  did  he  do  ? 
Why  was  he  cut  off  with  a  shilling  ?' 

Mr.  Foley  frowned  slightly  and  looked  down  at  the 
table,  drumming  upon  it  with  his  long  white  fingers. 
*  I  don't  think,'  he  replied,  '  that  there  is  any  need  for 
us  to  go  into  that  old  story  for  the  present.  There 
was  a  scandal,  and  your  great-uncle  was  displeased. 
I  think  he  was  right  to  be  displeased,  and  I  think  he 
was  right  to  disinherit  Eobert ;   but   you   can  easily 
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understand  that  the  fact  of  my  havmg  supplanted  the 
man  whom  he  had  mtended  to  make  his  hen*  has 
caused  me  occasional  qualms  of  conscience,  and — well, 
I  suppose  I  may  say  that  it  has  made  me  a  little 
disinclined  to  revisit  this  place.  An  absurd  feeling, 
no  doubt ;  still,  not  altogether  an  unnatural  one.' 

'There  was  a  short  mterval  of  silence  before  Ai'thur 
remarked  : 

'  He  must  be  a  plucky  fellow.  That  book  of  his 
about  South  America  beats  any  sensational  novel  I 
ever  read,  and  he  did  some  wonderful  things  in 
Central  Africa  too.  He  must  be  more  or  less  under  a 
cloud,  though,  because  no  Government  has  ever  done 
anything  for  him.  I  wonder  why  his  ser\-ices  have 
never  been  recognised  !' 

'  ^liose — Robert's  ?'  asked  Mr.  Foley,  rousing 
himself  from  a  fit  of  abstraction.  '  Oh,  it  isn't  the 
habit  of  English  Governments  to  recognise  unofficial 
ser\dces.  The  Geographical  Society  and  other  public 
bodies   have   done   what   is   usual   in   such   cases,    I 
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believe.  For  the  rest,  I  have  heard  that  Eobert 
Hamersley's  methods  of  deahng  with  aboriginal 
populations  have  been  such  as  might  have  been 
anticipated  from  his  antecedents,  and  that  may  have 
stood  in  the  way  of  his  receiving  any  appointment  or 
honour.  He  is,  as  you  say,  courageous ;  but  he  is 
also  utterly  unscrupulous — or  was.  I  have  not 
followed  his  career  very  closely,  so  that  I  don't  know 
whether  there  is  any  special  reason  for  his  having 
been  ignored  by  the  dispensers  of  patronage  ;  but  if 
there  be,  it  cannot  be  connected  with  the  bygone 
scandal  to  which  I  referred  just  now,  and  which  must 
have  been  forgotten  by  the  few  survivors  amongst 
those  who  suspected  its  existence.' 

'I  suppose  you  and  he  are  not  upon  speaking 
terms  ?'  said  Arthur  after  another  pause. 

'  I  presume  that  we  should  speak  if  we  met ;  but 
we  have  not  met  for  many  years,  and  the  chances  are 
that  we  shall  never  meet. again.  If  I  know  anything 
of  him,  it  is  in  the  last  degree  improbable  that  he  has 


THE  WANDERERS  RETURN  17 

forgiven  me,  and  it  is  likewise  improbable  that  he 
would  treat  me  uncivilly,  should  we  come  across  one 
another,  for  he  has  remarkable  powers  of  self- 
command.  "^Tiat  made  me  think  of  him  this  evening 
was  the  sight  of  this  place  and  the  reminder  that 
there  is  still  a  possibility  of  its  passmg  into  his  hands. 
Only  my  life  and  yours  stand  between  it  and  him  now. 
Perhaps  you  are  not  aware  that,  in  the  event  of  my 
death  and  yours,  without  issue,  St.  Ann's,  as  well  as 
the  personal  property  of  which  I  now  enjoy  the 
income,  will  revert  to  him,  under  my  uncle's  will.' 

Arthur  had  not  been  aware  of  that  circumstance, 
and  was  momentarily  startled  by  the  announcement. 
At  one  time  Mr.  Hamersley's  chances  would  have 
seemed  very  remote ;  for  Arthur  had  had  three 
brothers.  But  a  succession  of  calamities,  which  had 
been  partly  accountable  for  Mr.  Foley's  white  hair 
and  furrowed  cheeks,  had  reduced  the  family  to  the 
two  men  who  now  sat  facing  one  another ;  and  why 
should  not   Death,  who  had  so  often   stood  at   their 
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right  hand,  summon  one  or  both  of  them  away  at 
any  moment?  Unquestionably  such  an  event  might 
occur ;  but  what  then  ?  A  dying  man,  who  leaves  no 
children  behind  him,  may  surely  afford  to  regard  with 
indifference  the  ultimate  disposition  of  property  which 
has  served  its  purpose,  so  far  as  he  has  been 
concerned.  Arthur  gave  utterance  to  the  last  of  a 
rapid  series  of  reflections  by  saying : 
*  Well,  does  that  so  very  much  matter  ?' 
*It  matters  or  it  doesn't  matter,'  answered  his 
father,  with  a  slight  shrug ;  '  the  significance  or  the 
insignificance  of  most  things  depends  upon  the  point 
of  view  from  which  one  surveys  them,  and  your  point 
of  view  can  hardly  be  the  same  as  mine.  In  the 
natural  order  of  events  you  will  survive  me,  and  marry 
and  have  children ;  but  I  have  been  taught  by  bitter 
experience  that  events  don't  always  follow  their 
natural  course,  and  I  have  to  take  into  account  the 
possibility  of  my  lagging  on  earth  behind  the  last  of 
my  sons.     Even  then,  you  will  say,  I  should  have 
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every  material  comfort  secm-ed  for  me,  and  after  me 
might  come  the  deluge,  for  anything  that  I  should 
need  to  care.  Ah,  well !  I  am  trymg  to  make 
excuses  for  myself,  and  I  see  by  yom'  face  that  I  am 
not  meeting  with  much  success.  You  want  to  leave 
me,  and  I  don't  wonder  at  it ;  but  perhaps  it  is  not 
very  wonderful,  either,  that  I  should  want  to  keep 
you  with  me.  At  least  it  was  not  I  who  prevented 
you  from  carrying  out  your  wish  and  entermg  the 
army.' 

Arthur  looked  down,  colouring  a  little.  Strictly 
speaking,  it  had  not  been  his  father  who  had 
prevented  him  from  passing  the  necessary  examina- 
tions ;  nevertheless,  if  his  father  had  seen  fit  to  allow 
him  the  educational  advantages  which  most  gentle- 
men's sons  enjoy,  he  might  not  have  been  found 
incapable  at  the  crucial  moment.  It  had  not  been 
quite  fair  upon  him  to  deny  him  the  training  of  a 
public  school,  and  although  he  had,  after  some 
hesitation    and    demur,   been    sent   to    Oxford,   that 
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concession  had  been  of  little  service  to  him  as 
regarded  the  profession  upon  which  he  had  fixed  his 
choice.  The  truth,  of  course,  was  that  his  father  did 
not  wish  him  to  enter  any  profession ;  and  this  was 
the  more  unreasonable,  because  his  father  and  he  had 
never  been  close  or  intimate  companions.  He  did 
not,  however,  risk  a  renewal  of  former  sterile  and 
painful  discussions  by  responding  to  Mr.  Foley's 
indirect  challenge  ;  he  only  remarked,  with  a  laugh  : 

'  I  suppose  I  must  make  haste  to  marry  and  have  a 
large  family.  Only  it's  rather  desirable  to  be  earn- 
ing something  in  the  shape  of  a  livelihood  before 
one  makes  an  offer  of  one's  hand  and  heart,  isn't 
it?' 

'  There  is  no  necessity  for  you  to  earn  a  livelihood,' 
returned  Mr.  Foley  sharply.  'All  that  I  have  is 
yours  ;  you  know  that  perfectly  well.  My  own  wants 
are  neither  numerous  nor  expensive.' 

Arthur  replied  by  an  unintelligible  murmur,  and 
changed    the    subject.     He    did    not    in    the    least 
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understand  his  father,  to  whom  he  was  only  attached 

by  the  ties  of  natural  affection  (if,  indeed,  there  be 
such  ties),  and  whom  he  did  not  believe  to  be  attached 
in  any  other  way  to  him.  If  the  elder  man  was 
chiefly  to  blame — as  he  undoubtedly  was — for  this  lack 
of  comprehension  and  lack  of  love,  it  was  likewise 
upon  the  elder  man  that  the  chief  share  of  punish- 
ment had  fallen.  In  his  desolation  and  bereavement, 
he  had  clung  to  the  boy ;  he  had  shrunk  from  parting 
with  him;  he  had  been  obdurate  when  he  ought  to 
have  yielded,  sometimes  also  he  had  yielded  when  it 
would  have  been  better  to  be  obdurate ;  and  he  had 
never  known  how  to  express  his  feelings  or  to  m\ite 
confidence.  Oddly  enough,  his  impression  was  that 
he  had  been  singularly  unselfish.  He  had,  to  be  sure, 
kept  Arthur  with  him  during  the  educational  period, 
which  had  been  spent  abroad ;  but  for  the  last  three 
years  the  young  man  had  been  free  to  visit  his  college 
friends  in  England,  to  remain  away  for  months 
together— to  please  himself,  in   short.     He  was  still 
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free  to  please  himself,  and  the  means  of  so  doing 
should  always,  within  possible  limits,  be  at  his 
disposal ;  surely  it  was  not  asking  a  great  deal  of  him 
to  require  that  he  should  not  permanently  desert  an 
old  man  who  had  but  him  in  the  world,  and  who  was 
not  likely  to  trouble  him  very  long. 

Before  wishing  his  son  good-night,  Mr.  Foley 
deemed  it  appropriate  to  remark : 

'  This  is  only  an  experiment,  you  know.  We  aren't 
absolutely  compelled  to  live  here ;  though  it  would 
be  convenient  if  you  were  to  take  a  fancy  to  the 
place.' 

'  Oh,  it  will  be  all  right,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,' 
answered  the  young  man  lightly ;  '  it  isn't  as  if  I 
should  be  always  here.  The  question  is  rather 
whether  St.  Ann's  will  suit  you.' 

Mr.  Foley  made  no  rejoinder ;  but,  when  he  had 
reached  his  bedroom,  he  said  to  himself,  with  a  sigh, 
*I  hardly  know  what  to  wish  for.  A  pretty  and 
virtuous  young  woman,  residing  in  the  neighbourhood, 
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perhaps.  Happily  he  is  extremely  susceptible,  and 
that  solution  might  do.  Then  I  could  refresh  myself 
by  a  run  abroad  every  now  and  then,  and  I  suppose 
they  wouldn't  mind  letting  me  have  a  corner  of  the 
house  for  a  studio.' 


CHAPTEE  II. 


THE    CUEIOUS    COLONEL. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Latimer,  as  in  duty  bound,  hastened  to 
call  upon  their  new  parishioner,  and  were  received  in 
the  drawing-room,  which  still  retained  something  of 
the  prim,  old-maidenly  atmosphere  belonging  to  its 
late  proprietress.  The  Vicar,  a  stout,  elderly,  rosy 
personage  in  a  pepper-and-salt  suit,  contented  himself 
with  smiling  amiably,  and  did  not  say  much  ;  but  the 
volubility  of  his  spouse  prevented  the  conversation 
from  languishing  for  a  moment. 

It  was  an  immense  relief  to  her  mind,  she  began  by 
saying,  that  St.  Ann's  was  not  to  remain  untenanted. 
Mr.  Foley,  she  was  sure,  would  understand  that  to  a 
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poor  parish  like  Bridstow  an  absentee  landlord  made 
all  the  difference  in  the  world,  and  dear  Miss  Lee  had 
always  been  so  very  kind  and  generous.  Having 
received  a  satisfactory  answer  to  this  delicate  hint, 
she  felt  at  liberty  to  turn  from  business  to  pleasure,  of 
which  she  assured  Mr.  Foley  and  his  son  that  quite 
as  much  was  obtainable  in  the  vicinity  of  Bridstow  as 
in  other  country  neighboiu'hoods. 

'If  you  care  for  sport,'  she  said,  'there  is  trout- 
fishing  and  sea-fishing,  besides  the  otter-hunting ; 
and,  of  course,  you  have  shooting  of  your  own,  which 
has  been  carefully  preserved  during  all  these  years,  I 
believe.  As  for  society,  we  can't  pretend  to  be  exactly 
gay,  but  we  are  all  very  friendly  together ;  and  when 
Lord  Braimton  and  his  mother  come  down  they  are 
most  kind  and  hospitable.  Then  there  is  Colonel 
Meynell,  who  is  a  host  in  himself.  Isn't  Colonel 
Meynell  a  host  in  himself,  Tom  ?' 

The  Yicar,  on  being  thus  appealed  to,  laughed  and 
repHed :    *  WeU,   my   dear,   I    don't   think   we   must 
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represent  Meynell  as  a  frequent  host,  in  the  social 
sense  of  the  term.' 

'  Oh,  he  doesn't  give  dinner-parties,  because  he 
can't  afford  them,  and  because  he  can  find  a  better 
use  for  his  spare  money — you  know  quite  well,  Tom, 
that  that  wasn't  what  I  meant.  But  you  must  admit 
that  he  has  been  a  perfect  godsend  to  us,  and,  pre- 
judiced against  him  as  you  used  to  be  at  first,  I  have 
often  heard  you  yourself  say  that  he  is  one  in  ten 
thousand.  Just  imagine,'  she  continued,  turning  to 
Mr.  Foley,  '  a  man  who  was  in  the  Guards  for  years, 
and  who  is  related  to  all  sorts  of  grand  people,  coming 
down  to  establish  himself  in  a  quiet  little  fishing- 
village  and  devoting  the  whole  of  his  time  and  energies 
to  good  works!  It  sounds  like  a  fairy-tale,  doesn't 
it?' 

'  It  sounds  improbable,'  assented  Mr.  Foley ;  '  but 
I  think  I  have  heard  of  similar  cases  before.  One  can 
never  tell  what  form  the  malady  will  take,  and  I 
believe  it   sometimes   does  take  that  form — which  is 
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certainly  preferable   to   debauchery,     "^lio   was   the 
lady?' 

*  The  lady  ?'  asked  Mrs.  Latimer,  puzzled  for  a 
moment.  And  then,  with  a  touch  of  displeasure  : 
'  Oh,  dear  no  !  you  are  quite  mistaken ;  there  never 
was  anything  of  that  kind.  To  begin  with,  I  am  quite 
certain  that  no  woman  would  ever  have  jilted  Colonel 
Meynell ;  added  to  which,  he  is  neither  a  young  man 
nor  in  the  least  a  ladies'  man ;  you  would  know  better 
than  to  say  such  things  if  you  had  met  him.  How- 
ever, you  will  meet  him  soon,  I  hope,  and  then  you 
will  understand — or,  at  least,  you  will  see  for  yourself 
what  he  is.  Understandmg  him  is  different.  All  I 
can  tell  you  is  that  the  fishermen  simply  adore  him, 
and  that  he  has  persuaded  some  of  our  very  worst 
characters  to  give  up  drink  and  come  to  church.  I'm 
not  answering  for  his  strict  orthodoxy ;  I  dare  say  he 
is  rather  too  much  of  a  latitudinarian,  and,  of  course, 
with  our  large  Dissenting  population,  it  was  natural 
enough  for  Tom  to  look  askance  at  him,  when  he  first 


28  SAINT  ANN'S 

came  among  us — now,  you  know  you  did  look  askance 
at  him,  Tom,  and  you  needn't  deny  it — but  what  we 
can't  help  acknowledging  is  that  he  has  succeeded 
where  we  failed,  and  as  he  comes  to  church  himself, 
the  fishermen  come  too.  No  doubt  they  would  be 
Baptists  or  Wesleyans  if  he  were  a  Baptist  or  a 
Wesley  an  ;  but  that  isn't  the  question.' 

'And  does  this  admirable  gentleman  live  all  by 
himself  ?'  inquired  Mr.  Foley,  who  had  been  valiantly 
swallowing  down  yawns  during  Mrs.  Latimer's  dis- 
course, of  which  only  a  small  portion  has  been 
recorded  above. 

'  No  ;  he  has  a  sister — or  rather  a  half-sister — who 
keeps  house  for  him  in  the  most  charming  and 
romantic  little  cottage  that  you  ever  saw.  She  is 
quite  young,  and  as  good  as  she  is  pretty.  There  is  a 
rumour  that  Lord  Braunton — I  musn't  begin  to 
gossip,  though.  Now,  Tom,  we  really  have  trespassed 
upon  Mr.  Foley's  time  long  enough.  And  I'll  be  sure 
to  send  you   a  statement  of   our  accounts   and   our 
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deficits  to-morrow,'  the  good  lady  added  reassuringly, 
as  she  took  leave  of  the  future  subscriber. 

Mr.  Foley,  whose  thoughts  were  still  running  upon 
the  beautiful  and  virtuous  maiden  who  might,  should 
the  fates  prove  propitious,  be  utilized  for  the  further- 
ance of  his  mnocent  designs,  had  pricked  up  his  ears 
at  the  mention  of  Colonel  Meynell's  half-sister,  and 
^as  rather  sorry  that  Mrs.  Latimer  had  chosen  the 
very  moment  when  she  was  becommg  interesting  to 
conclude  a  lengthy  visit.  As,  however,  there  was  a 
rumour  about  the  girl  and  Lord  Braunton,  and  as 
Mrfe.  Latimer  was  pretty  sure  to  come  back  again 
soon,  there  was  perhaps  no  gi'eat  reason  to  lament  the 
present  breach  of  continuity  in  her  history.  In  any 
case,  he  was  now  free  to  yawn — which  he  did. 

*  Do  you  thmk  you  will  be  able  to  stand  this, 
Arthur  ?'  he  asked  apprehensively.  '  The  long  and 
simple  annals  of  the — of  the  parson  and  his  wife,  the 
squires  and  squiresses  who  will  call  upon  us  and  incite 
us  to  dinner,  and  the  Methodist  Colonel,  and  all  the. 
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rest  of  it?  I'm  afraid  it's  an  acquired  taste,  this 
English  country  Hfe,  though  many  men  seem  to  have 
acquired  it.  Or  is  it  an  inherited  taste,  I  wonder '' 
If  so,  all  hope  must  be  abandoned.' 

Little  hope  indeed  could  there  be  that  Mr.  Foley, 
who  had  acquired  a  taste  for  Continental  life  and 
distant  cities,  would  ever  feel  at  home  in  his  native 
land ;  but  Arthur,  for  the  time  being,  was  very  welli 
contented,  and  during  the  next  few  days  he  managed 
to  derive  as  much  amusement  as  he  wanted  from 
sailing  on  the  bay  and  listening  to  the  deliberate, 
unending  talk  of  the  old  boatman  who  accompanied 
him. 

From  that  ancient  mariner  he  obtained  a  good  deal 
of  information  respecting  Colonel  Meynell,  whose 
habits  of  life,  as  briefly  described  by  Mrs.  Latimer, 
had  already  excited  his  curiosity.  The  Colonel,  it 
seemed,  was  not  only  a  lover  of  his  fellow-men,  but 
had  contrived  to  make  himself  beloved  by  them — a 
result   at    which    philanthropists   sometimes    fail   to 
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arrive.  Enough  could  hardly  be  said  m  his  praise ; 
although  old  Jacob  Luscombe  conscientiously  en- 
deavoured to  say  enough.  He  had  relieved  the  poor, 
he  had  \dsited  the  sick,  he  had  reformed  the  in- 
temperate, he  had  set  up  a  reading-room  for  the  men, 
by  way  of  counter-attraction  to  the  public-houses  with 
which  Bridstow  was  superabundantly  blessed,  he  had 
started  cricket  and  football  amongst  the  lads,  and  was 
always  ready  to  jom  personally  in  games  at  which  he 
was  more  than  a  match  for  any  of  them. 

'And  no  dratted  preachm'  about  un  neither,'  Jacob 
added  approvingly.  '  What  I  mean  to  say,  as  regards 
of  preachin'  up  to  church  and  chapel,  it  must  be 
submitted  to  Sundays,  as  the  Lord  has  so  willed  it : 
but  it  don't  seem  to  come  nat'ral  of  a  weekday,  and 
the  Colonel  he's  a  gentleman  just  the  same  as  your- 
self, sir.  Lived  a  fast  life  in  his  time  too,  they  do 
say ;  though  I  can't  scarcely  credit  that.' 

Arthur  drew  a  mental  picture  of  the  man — tall, 
muscular,   hearty,   and    perhaps   a   little   abrupt    in 
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manner;  a  disciple  of  Charles  Kingsley;  the  sort  of 
soldier  whose  biography  was  quite  sure  to  be  written, 
after  his  demise,  by  some  appreciative  spinster.  One 
thoroughly  respects  such  men ;  but  one  isn't  particu- 
larly keen  about  cultivating  their  acquaintance, 
because  they  are  so  terribly  apt  to  mistake  rudeness 
for  straightforward  sincerity,  and  to  parade  their 
religious  beliefs  in  season  and  out  of  season.  In 
reality,  however.  Colonel  Meynell  did  not  belong  to  a 
class  which  is  already  all  but  extinct ;  though  he  may 
in  some  respects  have  personified  its  more  modern 
development. 

He  was  pointed  out  to  Arthur,  one  evening,  bowling 
lobs,  on  a  space  of  worn  grass  near  the  beach,  to  a 
gawky  shop-assistant,  whose  comrades,  in  their  shirt- 
sleeves, were  standing  around  and  awaiting  their  turn 
of  instruction.  The  Colonel  was  a  wiry  little  fellow, 
with  iron-gray  hair  and  a  moustache  which  was 
almost  white.  He  was  very  much  sunburnt ;  he  was 
clad  in  flannels  and  had  a  silk  handkerchief  knotted 
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round  his  waist.  It  could  be  seen  that  his  small 
features  were  regularly  formed,  and  it  might  easily  be 
imagined  that  he  had  once  upon  a  time  been  an 
exceedingly  smart  and  pretty  young  Guardsman. 
Somethmg  of  the  calm  assurance  and  swagger  (to 
use  Ai'thur's  inward  phrase)  of  bygone  years  was  still 
perceptible  m  his  movements  and  m  the  rmg  of  his 
clear,  high-pitched  voice. 

The  young  man  sat  down  upon  a  bench,  watching 
him  and  listening  to  him  while  he  schooled  his 
'awkward  squad,  which  he  did  with  a  certam  per- 
emptory good-humour  that  the  shop-boys  seemed  to 
enjoy.  They,  too,  were  wonderfully  good-humoured, 
doing  their  best  to  profit  by  his  criticisms,  and  only 
laughing  at  the  chaff  with  which  he  mercilessly 
assailed  each  of  them  in  tm'n.  After  a  time  the 
course  of  instruction  came  to  an  end,  and  the 
instructor  walked  across  the  grass  towards  the  bench, 
where  he  had  left  his  coat.  He  turned  a  pair  of  keen 
gray  eyes  upon  its  solitary  occupant  and   remarked 

VOL.    I.  3 


34  SAINT  ANN'S 

with    a     smile :      *  Not    exactly     first  -  rate     cricket, 
eh?' 

'-Well,  no,'  answered  Arthur;  *but*I  should  think 
you  were  not  very  far  removed  from  being  a  first-rate 
cricketer.'  He  ventured  to  add  :  'It's  awfully  good  of 
you  to  coach  these  fellows.' 

Colonel  Meynell,  who  had  taken  off  his  spiked  shoes 
and  was  lacing  his  boots,  did  not  acknowledge  •  the 
compliment ;  but  presently  he  said,  without  looking 
up :  *  You  might  come  and  lend  me  a  hand  sometimes, 
if  you  have  nothing  better  to  do.  And  I  don't  suppose  • 
yoii  find  very  much  to  do  down  here.' 

*  I  shall  only  be  too  delighted,'  Arthur  declared. 

*  All  right ;  you'll  find  me  here  any  Wednesday  or 
Saturday  afternoon  about  four  o'clock;  most  of  the 
shopkeepers  have  consented  to  close  early  twice  a 
week  during  the  summer.  My  name's  Meynell ;  I 
live  a  short  distance  out  of  Bridstow.' 

*  Oh,  yes,  I  know,'  answered  the  other ;  '  I've  heard 
a  great  deal  about  you.' 
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The  dolonel  laughed,  as  he  raised  himself  from  his 
stooping  postm-e.  '  You  couldn't  very  well  have  been 
a  week  here  without  having  heard  a  great  deal  about 
all  the  inhabitants,'  he  observed;  'and,  of  course, 
I've  heard  about  3*ou,  too.  I  ought  to  have  called 
upon  your  father  before  this ;  but  the  fact  is  that  I've 
had  such  a  lot  to  do  lately.' 

He  sjDoke  very  like  an  ordinary  individual,  and 
continued  to  do  so  after  the  two  men  had  strolled 
away  together  towards  the  steep  path  which  led 
through  the  woods,  to  then*  respective  abodes.  Never- 
theless, there  was  something  about  him  which  was  not 
altogether  ordinary,  and  which  betrayed  itself  every 
now  and  then  in  the  midst  of  the  information  which 
he  imparted  to  his  companion  respecting  the  right 
flies  to  use  for  trout,  and  the  chances  of  the  otter- 
hounds meetmg  within  reasonable  distance  in  the 
course  of  a  day  or  two,  and  so  forth.  As,  for 
instance,  when  he  remarked  casually  : 

'  This  is  a  sporting  neighbourhood,  and  that's  one 
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reason  why  I  chose  it.  People  who  decry  sport  don't 
seem  to  understand  that  it's  necessary  to  drive  the 
Devil  away  somehow  or  other,  and  that  a  healthy 
man  can  hardly  manage  that  without  physical  fatigue. 
Killing  wild  animals  is  out  and  out  the  best  remedy  ; 
but  it  can't  be  thrown  open  to  all  classes,  or  we^ 
should  soon  have  no  wild  animals  left  to  kill.  So  one 
has  to  fall  back  upon  games.' 

'It's  awfully  good  of  you,'  Arthur  began,  but 
stopped  short,  remembering  that  he  had  said  that 
before.  After  a  pause,  however,  he  felt  encouraged  to 
resume  :  *  I  wish  you  would  let  me  join  you.  I  really 
should  like  to  be  of  some  little  use  to  somebody,  and 
I  don't  feel  as  if  killing  trout,  or  even  otters  or 
partridges,  would  be  quite  enough  to  drive  the  Devil 
away  from  me.' 

'Are  you  going  to  stay  here  until  the  partridge- 
shooting  begins,  then?'  Colonel  Meynell  asked,  in  a 
tone  of  some  surprise. 

*  I  don't  know ;  I  shouldn't  wonder.     We  have  no 
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other   home,  you  see,  and  my  father  talks  as  if  he 
wanted  me  to  stay  with  him  always.' 

'  Oh,  he  can't  be  serious.  It  would  be  preposterous 
to  keep  a  young  fellow  Jike  you  kicking  his  heels  in 
idleness  down  in  the  depths  of  the  country  from 
year's  end  to  year's  end.  Doesn't  he  mean  you  to 
enter  any  profession '?' 

This  bright-eyed  little  man  had  that  undefinable 
gift  which  most  of  us  would  give  a  good  deal  to 
possess,  but  which  is  denied  to  almost  all  of  us. 
There  is  no  name  for  it.  Neither  in  expression  nor  in 
voice  nor  in  manner  was  Colonel  Me^'nell  what  is 
commonly  called  a  '  sympathetic '  person ;  yet  every- 
body who  was  brought  mto  contact  with  him  felt 
instinctively  that  he  would  understand  whatever 
might  be  said  to  him ;  and,  indeed,  he  seldom  found 
any  difficulty  in  understanding  either  words  or  speaker. 
It  was,  at  all  events,  easy  enough  to  understand 
Arthur  Foley,  who,  without  further  imitation,  pro- 
ceeded  to   relate   the    tale    of    his    grievances.     And 
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certainly  it  did  seem  rather  hard  upon  a  young  man, 
who  asked  nothing  better  than  to  earn  his  own  Hving, 
that  ^0  many  obstacles  should  have  been  thrown  in 
his  way.  What,  he  asked,  was  he  to  do,  at  the  age  of 
four-and-twenty,  now  that  it  was  no  longer  possible 
for  him  to  become  a  soldier?  Something  he  was 
quite  determined  to  do 

'  Because,  as  you  say,  it's  preposterous  to  expect 
that  I  should  consent  to  kick  my  heels  down  here  in 
idleness  for  the  rest  of  my  days,  and  it  isn't  even  as  if 
my  father  depended  upon  me  in  any  way  for 
companionship.  We  aren't  a  bit  alike  in  our  tastes, 
aiid  we  hardly  ever  meet  except  at  meals.  Only  the 
trouble  is  that  I  don't  quite  see  what  profession  or 
occupation  remains  open  to  me.' 

The  Colonel  offered  no  suggestion;  he  merely 
remarked :  ' 

'Where  there's  a  will,  .there's  pretty  generally  a 
way.  Meanwhile,  since  you  are  so  kind  as  to  offer  me 
help,  I  shall  be  very  much  obliged  if  you  will  give  up 
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an  hour  or  so  a  week  to  playing  cricket  with  those 
chaps.  You'll  find  them  a  slack  lot — in  this  moist 
climate  nobody  has  the  energy  to  care  about  doing 
things  well — but  they  won't  cheek  you,  and  after  you 
have  got  over  your  first  feeling  of  irritation  at  their 
apathy  you  won't  be  able  to  help  liking  them.' 

*I'll  gladly  do  what  I  can,'  answered  Arthur, 
*  though  I'm  anything  but  a  brilliant  cricketer  myself. 
But  won't  you  let  me  help  you  in  other  ways? 
Because  I  know  that  there  are  other  ways  in  which 
you  work  amongst  these  people.' 

'In  the  way  of  Christianizing  them,  you  mean. 
Ah,  that's  a  different  affair.  In  order  to  help  me 
there  you  would  have  to  be  as  convinced  of  the 
absolute  truth  of  Christianity  as  I  am  :  otherwise  they 
would  very  soon  stump  you  out  with  questions  which 
you  couldn't  answer,  and  then  you 'would  do  a  great 
deal  more  harm  than  good.  No,  I  can't  afford  to  try 
experiments  in  that  direction,  thank  you.  Still,  a 
man   may   be   a   very   good   fellow  without   being   a 
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Christian,*  and  I  can  see  by  your  face  that  you  are  a 

good  fellow.' 

This  last  assurance,  which  was  delivered  with  a 
pleasant  laugh,  softened  down  the  antecedent  snub, 

and  Arthur  took  no  offence.     After  all,  he  was  not 

particularly    well    qualified    to    undertake    religious 
teaching,  nor  would  he  ever   have  proposed   such  a 

thing  if  he  had  not   been  seized  with  a  sudden  and 

strong  fancy  for  his  companion. 

During  their  conversation  they  had  been  wandering 
slowly  up  the  wooded  ravine  through  which  one  of  the 
trout-streams  above  mentioned  finds  its  way  by  a 
succession  of  pools  and  miniature  cascades  to  the  sea, 
and  some  time  ago  they  had  passed  the  short  cut  to 
St.  Ann's.     Presently  Colonel  Meynell  said  : 

*  We're  close  to  my  little  cottage.  Come  in,  unless 
you're  in  a  hurry,  and  I'll  look  up  some  flies  for 
you.  My  sister  will  give  us  a  cup  of  tea,  if  she's  at 
home.' 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE    PRETTY   AND    VIRTUOUS    ONE. 

It  was  the  universal  opinion  of  the  late  Mr.  Meynell's 
friends  that  he  did  a  risky  and  uncalled-for  thing 
when,  at  the  somewhat  advanced  age  of  sixty,  he  saw 
fit  to  marry,  as  his  second  wife,  that  very  fashionable 
and  fast  young  woman  Lady  Margaret  Orme  ;  and  in 
this  opinion  his  only  son  Victor  fully  concurred. 
Victor,  however,  was  not  consulted  in  the  matter; 
and  as  Mr.  Meynell  died  before  the  following  year  was 
out,  he  had  not,  perhaps,  time  to  repent  of  his 
bargain.  His  will  was  considered  a  rather  unfair 
one  ;  for  he  bequeathed  £15,000  to  his  son  and  every- 
thing else  that  he  possessed  to  his  widow,  forgetting, 


42  SAINT  ANN'S 

it  must  be  Assumed,  to  make  any  provision  at  all  for 

his  infant  daughter  Ehoda,  whose  existence,  indeed, 

began    only   a    very    few    months    before    his    own 

terminated. 

He  had  been  a  well-to-do  but  scarcely  a  rich  man  ; 

f 
yet  for  sixteen  years  after  his  death  Lady  Margaret 

lived  like  a  rich  woman ;  and  so  on  her  demise, 
which  occurred  unexpectedly,  as  the  result  of  a  chill 
contracted  in  a  London  ball-room,  her  executors  found 
that  the  task  of  administering  her  estate  would  not  be 
a  heavy  one.  Of  the  fortune  which  she  had  inherited 
from  her  husband  next  to  nothing  remained ;  she  had 
been  gaily  living  upon  her  principal,  and  upon  what 
she  would  have  continued  to  live  after  its  exhaustion 
might  have  been  an  awkward  question,  had  she  not 
solved  it  by  quitting  this  expensive  planet  in  the  nick 
of  time.  So  far  as  Lady  Margaret  herself  was  con- 
cerned, the  above  solution  was,  of  course,  final  and 
satisfactory ;  but  what,  the  executors  asked,  with 
outspread  hands  and  uplifted  brows,  was  to  become  of 
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Miss  Meynell  ?  Who  was  going  to  take  charge  of  a 
girl  of  seventeen,  brought  up  with  extravagant  tastes, 
ready  to  be .  introduced  into  society,  to  all  intents  and 
purposes  penniless,  and  probabty  quite  incapable  of 
earning  her  own  subsistence  ? 

Then  it  was  that  Victor  Meynell,  who  was  now 
gray-headed,  who  had  for  some  years  past  ceased  to 
be  a  frequenter  of  fashionable  circles,  and  who  had 
recently  resigned  his  commission  in  the  Guards,  came 
forward  with  a  proposition  which  was  instantly  and 
gratefully  accepted.  He  had  made  up  his  mind,  he 
said,  to  live  henceforth  m  the  country  ;  if  Ehoda 
would  come  and  keep  house  for  him,  the  obligation 
would  be  mutual,  and  it  was  evidently  impossible, 
under  existing  circumstances,  for  her  to  be  presented 
at  Court,  or  to  embark  upon  the  kind  of  career  for 
which  she  had  presumably  been  destined  by  her 
mother.  The  girl  could  not,  perhaps,  have  refused  ; 
but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  she  consented  with  great 
willingness.     Her  mother  had  always  kept  her  in  the 
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background;  she  was  not  especially  enamoured  of 
London  society,  so  far  as  she  was  acquainted  with  it ; 
and,  like  many  others  before  her,  she  had  conceived  a 
speedy  affection  for  her  half-brother,  whom  she  had 
not  met  until  then.  Lady  Margaret  having  chosen  to 
quarrel  with  him  over  the  £15,000  appropriated  to  him 
as  his  share  of  Mr.  Meynell's  fortune. 

So  she  had  now  for  two  years  dwelt  with  him  at 
Moor  Cottage,  the  secluded  little  residence  in  the 
woods  above  Bridstow  which  he  had  purchased  for  a 
song;  and  as  her  will  had  soon  become  completely 
subservient  to  his,  she  was  more  than  contented  with 
a  manner  of  life  which  most  girls  would  have  found  a 
trifle  monotonous.  To  be  sure,  she  had  plenty  of 
occupation  ;  the  energetic  Colonel  had  taken  care  to 
provide  her  with  that  by  instructing  her  to  do  for  the 
young  women  of  the  place  what  he  was  doing  for  the 
young  men.  She  had  occasional  pleasures,  too,  and 
a  few  mild  excitements,  such  as  dances  at  Braunton 
Towers,  organized  by  the  good-natured  dowager  who 
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presided  over  Lord  Braunton's  establishment.  Of 
admii'ers  she  had  as  yet  had  only  a  few  ;  but  that  was 
probably  because  only  a  very  few  bachelors  happened 
to  reside  m  the  \4cmity.  Had  there  been  more 
bachelors,  she  would  doubtless  have  been  able  to 
claim  more  victims  ;  for  she  had  the  Colonel's  good 
looks,  with  youth  to  lend  enhancement  to  them.  Her 
features,  like  his,  were  small  and  refined  ;  her  hair 
was  several  shades  lighter  in  tmt,  and  if  her  lips 
were  fuller  and  less  decided  in  set,  the  difterence,  so 
far  as  beauty  went,  was  rather  to  her  advantage. 
Taking  her  altogether,  she  was  a  remarkably  pretty 
and  charmmg  specimen  of  well-bred  English  gMhood ; 
and  so  Arthur  Foley  thought,  when  he  was  presented 
to  her  m  the  cosy  little  drawing-room,  where  she  was 
found  seated  beside  a  tea-table,  awaiting  her  brother's 
return. 

'  I  hope  you  play  cricket,  Mr.  Foley,'  she  said  ;  '  for 
Victor  will  be  horribly  disappointed  in  you  if  you 
don't.      He   has   set   his   heart   upon    getting   up   a 
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Bridstow  eleven,  and  as  soon  as  he  heard  about  you, 
he  wrote  you  down  as  a  certain  member.  At  present 
he  has  really  nobody  who  can  be  relied  upon  to  stop  a 
ball,  except  himself  and  Mr.  Johnson,  the  curate ; 
and  Mr.  Johnson  is  rather  a  broken  reed.' 

She  spoke  quite  easily  and  naturally ;  evidently  she 
did  not  suffer  from  shyness,  and  was  in  no  way 
perturbed  by  the  unexpected  advent  of  an  eligible 
youth.  Arthur  sat  down  and  had  a  cup  of  tea,  and 
made  appreciative  remarks  about  the  charm  of  her 
abode,  which  indeed  deserved  all  that  he  said  in  its 
praise.  Surrounded  by  trees  and  over-grown  with 
climbing  plants,  Moor  Cottage  might  perhaps  be 
rather  a  damp  place  to  live  in  at  certain  seasons  of 
the  year ;  but  just  now  it  was  looking  its  best,  and  as 
the  weather  was,  and  had  been  for  the  last  fortnight, 
fine  and  dry,  there  was  no  suggestion  of  chilliness 
about  the  cool  shade  of  the  little  garden  outside, 
where  geraniums  and  begonias  and  calceolarias  had 
already  been  bedded  out.     The  stream  which  babbled 
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down  through  the  gully  within  a  stone's  throw  of  the 
latticed  windows  naturally  turned  the  course  of  con- 
versation towards  trout-fishing,  and  presently  the 
Colonel  withdrew  to  search  for  his  flybook.  Was  it 
quite  prudent  on  his  part  to  leave  these  two  young 
people  together  for  the  best  part  of  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  ?  The  question  would  undoubtedly  have  pre- 
sented itself  to  any  woman,  and  may  have  presented 
itself  to  him,  seeing  that  necessity  had  compelled  him 
to  assume  many  of  the  functions  and  responsibilities 
of  a  woman  suice  he  had  undertaken  his  •  sister's 
guardianship.  If  it  did  so  present  itself,  he  probably 
made  reply  that  they  were  bound  to  see  a  good  deal  of 
one  another,  and  might  as  well  begin  now  as  later. 
Moreover,  he  had  absolute  confidence  in  Ehoda  ;  that 
is  to  say  that  he  had  absolute  confidence  in  his  power 
to  make  her  do  just  exactly  what  he  might  thmk  best 
at  any  given  time  or  under  any  given  circumstances. 
The  Colonel,  it  must  be  owned,  was  a  despot,  although 
a  benevolent  one. 


48  SAINT  ANN'S 

When  he  returned,  with  a  choice  selection  of  flies 
in  his  hand,  he  found  that  the  destruction  of  a  more 
determined  enemy  to  trout  than  any  wielder  of  rod 
and  line  was  under  discussion.  Mr.  Foley,  it  seemed, 
had  never  seen  an  otter-hunt,  and  was  dying  to  take 
part  in  one.  Was  Victor  going  to  be  very  busy  on 
Monday  ?  Because  the  otter-hounds  were  to  meet  at 
Ford  Bridge  that  morning,  and  it  would  be  an 
opportunity  which  might  not  recur  for  some  weeks  to 
come. 

The  Colonel  jerked  up  his  shoulders  in  answer  to 
his  sister's  proposal. 

*  Oh,  we'll  take  him  to  the  meet,  if  you  like,'  he 
said ;  '  but  I'm  afraid  we  shan't  be  able  to  show  him 
any  sport.  You  see,'  he  explained,  turning  to  Arthur, 
'  these  near  meets  are  only  a  sort  of  sop  to  the 
Bridstow  subscribers,  who  don't  care  about  getting  up 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  and  driving  eight  or  ten 
miles.  If  you  want  to  kill  an  otter,  it  isn't  much  use 
to  meet  at  half-past  ten.     However,  you'll  get  an  idea 
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of  the  thing,  and  it's  just  possible  that  we  may  find  ; 
once  or  twice  in  the  course  of  the  season  they  do.' 

Arthur  jumj)ed  eagerly  at  the  offer.  For  the 
moraent,  he  was  not  so  consumed  with  anxiety  to  see 
an  otter  killed  as  desirous  of  cultivating  further 
friendly  relations  with  Colonel  Meynell  and  his  sister, 
both  of  whom  had  in  this  brief  space  of  time  been 
privileged  to  win  his  heart.  During  the  Colonel's 
absence  he  had  not  been  talking  of  otter-hunting 
alone  ;  he  had  profited  by  the  chance  accorded  to  him 
to  ascertain  many  interesting  particulars  respecting 
Miss  Meynell's  ordinary  avocations,  and  had  conceived 
an  enthusiastic  admiration  for  her  goodness  and 
unselfishness — not  to  speak  of  the  admiration  which 
was  due  as  a  matter  of  course  to  her  personal 
attractions.  This  does  not  mean  that  he  had  fallen 
in  love  with  her.  As  a  rule,  he  did  not  fall  in  love 
with  anybody  at  first  sight,  although  it  had  been  no 
uncommon  experience  with  him  to  fall  in  love  on  a 
second  or  third  encounter;  for  the  truth  is  that  he 
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was  by  nature  enthusiastic  and  ever  ready  to  pay  his 
tribute  of  admiration  in  quarters  where  admiration 
seemed  to  be  merited. 

At  dinner  that  evening  he  had  a  great  deal  to  tell 
his  father  about  the  interesting  denizens  of  Moor 
Cottage. 

*  I  don't  know  whether  they  are  quite  in  your  line,' 
he  concluded  a  prolonged  eulogy  by  saying,  '  but  I 
am  sure  you  will  like  them,  because  nobody  could 
help  doing  that.  The  Colonel  isn't  a  bit  sancti- 
monious, you  know — doesn't  thrust  forward  religious 
topics,  or  want  you  to  take  the  pledge,  or  anything  of 
that  kind  ;  and  as  for  Miss  Meynell,  she  really  is 
one's  ideal  of  what  a  woman  ought  to  be.  As  far  as  I 
can  make  out,  she  gives  up  fully  three-fourths  of  her 
time  to  visiting  the  sick  and  making  friends  with  the 
shop-girls — looking  after  them,  and  seeing  that  they 
don't  get  into  mischief,  and  all  that.  Quite  as  a 
matter  of  course,  too,  and  without  the  slightest  fuss 
or  ostentation.' 
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'  I  think  you  mentioned,'  observed  Mr.  Foley,  with 
a  smile,  '  that  she  was  extremely  pretty  into  the 
bargain.  That,  I  believe,  constitutes  fully  three- 
fourths  of  your  ideal  of  what  a  woman  ought  to  be.' 

'  I  suppose  everybody  prefers  pretty  features  to 
plain  ones,'  returned  the  young  man,  slightly  vexed, 
for  the  truth  was  that  he  had  had  numerous 
transitory  love-affah's,  and  he  did  not  enjoy  being 
reminded  of  them  ;  '  but  if  Miss  Meynell  were  as  ugly 
as  sin,  the  fact  would  still  remain  that  she  has 
delightful  manners,  and  that  she  is  the  very  incar- 
nation of  charity.' 

'  I  don't  doubt  it  for  a  moment,'  Mr.  Foley  declared, 
'  and  I  am  glad,  for  her  sake  as  well  as  for  yom's, 
that  she  is  not  as  ugly  as  sin.' 

He  was  glad  for  his  own  sake  also.  Providence 
seemed,  for  once  in  a  way,  to  have  granted  his 
unspoken  prayer,  and  to  have  pro^^ded  him  with  the 
precise  boon  that  he  would  have  craved  had  he  felt 
any  confidence  in  the  efficacy  of  such  requests.     If 
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only  it  should  prove  to  be  heaven's  will  or  Arthur's 
destiny  that  the  coming  mistress  of  St.  Ann's  should 
be  already  resident  within  easy  reach  of  her  future 
abode !  He  determined  to  seize  an  early  occasion  of 
making  himself  acquainted  with  his  neighbours,  and 
for  this  he  had  not  long  to  wait. 

Mr.  Foley,  during  his  long  sojourn  in  foreign  lands, 
had  ceased  to  be  a  regular  church-goer ;  '  parcus 
cultor  et  infrequens '  of  Continental  chapels  and 
chaplaincies,  he  had  been  wont  to  excuse  himself 
upon  various  pleas  from  participating  once  a  week  in 
the  spiritual  advantages  afforded  to  wandering  Britons. 
But  he  understood  very  well  that  no  excuse  would  be 
held  as  justifying  such  absentment  on  the  part  of  an 
English  country  gentleman  in  his  own  parish ;  so  he 
donned  the  regulation  frock-coat  and  tall  hat  on 
Sunday  morning  and  listened  with  exemplary  patience 
to  good  Mr.  Latimer's  accustomed  half -hour  of  gentle 
platitude.  Mr.  Latimer  was  rather  trying,  while  the 
singing  of  the  school-children  was  nothing  short  of 
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excruciating ;  still,  the  young  lady  who  presided  at  the 
harmonium,  and  whom  he  rightly  divmed  to  be  no 
other  than  Miss  Meynell,  was  an  agreeable  subject  for 
surreptitious  study,  and  it  was  tolerably  evident  that 
Arthur  also  was  of  that  opinion.  Heaven-sent  young 
lady ! — even  though  that  rumour  respecting  Lord 
Braunton  should  turn  out  to  be  a  correct  one,  it 
might  yet  be  hoped  that  she  would  at  least  fulfil  her 
mission  until  the  return  of  the  absent  nobleman. 

The  subsequent  introduction  and  brief  conversation 
which  took  place  in  the  churchyard  confirmed  Mr. 
Foley's  hopes,  ^liile  he  was  exchanging  perfunctory 
civilities  with  the  Colonel,  whom  he  mentally 
characterized  as  a  very  pleasant  little  man  and  quite 
a  gentleman,  he  listened  with  the  other  ear  to  the  two 
young  people,  and  gathered  that  Arthur  was  to  be  at 
Moor  Cottage  not  a  minute  later  than  half-past  nine 
the  next  morning,  in  order  that  his  new  friends  might 
show  him  what  an  otter -hunt  was  like.  Nothing 
could  be  more  satisfactory ;  nor  did  the  repeated  and 
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earnest  warnings  of  Miss  Meynell  that  there  might 
very  possibly  be  no  otter  to  hunt  seem  in  any  way 
relevant  to  the  issue. 

*  I  really  shan't  be  at  all  disappointed  if  we  have  a 
blank  day,'  Arthur's  father  heard  the  young  man 
protesting ;  '  we  are  sure  to  have  a  delightful  walk, 
anyhow.' 

Mrs.  Latimer,  bustling  up  with  a  little  posse  of 
other  smiling  neighbours  in  tow,  whom  she  had 
assembled  for  presentation  to  the  new-comer  put  a 
stop  to  further  eavesdropping  ;  but  Mr.  Foley  already 
knew  as  much  as  he  cared  to  know.  '  If  all  goes 
well,  I  may  count  upon  Arthur  for  another  six 
months  to  come,  at  any  rate,'  he  said  to  himself 
complacently. 

In  the  sense  attached  to  the  phrase  by  Mr.  Foley, 
all  was  very  likely  to  go  well ;  for  although  Arthur 
was  not  yet  consciously  in  love  with  Miss  Meynell,  he 
was  undoubtedly  going  to  fall  in  love  with  her,  and  it 
is  a  certain  fact  that,  as  he  strode  through  the  woods 
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to  keep  his  rendezvous  on  the  following  morning,  no 
thought  of  immediately  quitting  the  neighbourhood  of 
St.  Ann's  fomid  a  place  in  his  mmd. 

Colonel  and  Miss  Mevnell  -^ere  waiting  for  him  at 
the  garden  gate,  the  former  arrayed  in  very  tightly- 
fitting  blue  serge  garments,  adorned  with  the  hunt 
button,  while  the  latter  wore  a  short  skh't  and  high 
boots.  Both  carried  long,  iron-shod  staves,  though 
they  assured  him,  in  answer  to  his  inquiry,  that  his 
omission  to  equip  himself  with  a  similar  weapon  was 
a  matter  of  small  consequence. 

'  It  is  twenty  chances  to  one  against  our  seeing  an 
otter  to-day,'  the  Colonel  said;  'and  even  if  we  do, 
your  series  won't  be  required.  As  a  general  rule, 
there  are  only  too  many  volunteers  in  the  field  when 
we  meet  in  this  neighbourhood.' 

The  walk  up  the  stream  to  Ford  Bridge,  where  the 
valley  widened  and  the  woods  became  thinner,  show- 
ing glimpses  of  moorland  beyond,  was  not  a  long  one, 
and  presently  the  hounds   came   in   sight,    collected 
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together  in  the  corner  of  a  small  meadow,  with  a  field 
of  some  thirty  persons  of  both  sexes  surrounding 
them.  Colonel  Meynell  at  once  introduced  his  young 
friend  to  Mr.  Nethersole,  the  master,  a  wiry,  weather- 
beaten  old  gentleman,  who  hastened  to  say : 

'  I'm  afraid  we  shan't  be  able  to  show  you  any 
sport  this  morning,  Mr.  Foley.' 

'  So  I  am  told,'  observed  Arthur,  laughing;  '  Colonel 
Meynell  hasn't  ceased  to  impress  that  upon  me  ever 
since  he  kindly  consented  to  bring  me  out.  But  if 
it's  really  such  a  hopeless  business,  why  are  all  these 
people  here  ?' 

Mr.  Nethersole  drew  down  the  corners  of  his  mouth 
disdainfully. 

'Well,  they're  subscribers,'  he  answered,  'and  the 
least  we  can  do  is  to  give  them  something  in  return 
for  their  guineas  every  now  and  then.  We  can't  give 
them  what  isn't  to  be  had ;  but  we  give  them  a  sort 
of  a  picnic,  and  I  believe  they're  satisfied.  Bless  you, 
they  don't  come  out  for  the  sake  of  sport ;  they  come 
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to  meet  one  another  and  to  help  the  ghls  over  hedges, 
and  flh't,  and  that  sort  of  thmg,  I  suppose.  Bridstow, 
you  see,  is  becoming  more  and  more  of  a  watering- 
place  every  year,  and  these  are  mere  watering-place 
folks,  most  of  'em.' 

Without  feeling  that  he  belonged  to  the  class  thus 
contemptuously  designated,  Arthur  was  conscious 
that  his  own  motives  for  attending  the  meet  were  not 
wholly  and  solely  of  a  sporting  character ;  but  if  Mr. 
Nethersole's  remarks  suggested  the  idea  to  him  that  it 
might  be  rather  pleasant  than  otherwise  to  assist  Miss 
Meynell  in  scrambling  over  fences,  he  met  with  the 
disappointment  which  he  deserved ;  for  that  young 
lady  very  soon  showed  him  how  capable  she  was  of 
looking  after  herself.  The  banks  of  the  stream, 
where  there  either  was  or  was  said  to  be  a  trace  of 
scent,  were  somewhat  precipitous  in  places ;  locked 
gates,  thick  hedges,  and  other  obstacles,  which  did 
not  appear  to  trouble  Miss  Meynell  in  the  least,  had 
to  be  surmounted,  and  Arthur  speedily  came  to  the 
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conclusion  that  the  huntsman,  who  was  wading  knee- 
deep  through  the  water,  had  the  best  of  the  fun. 
There  was  a  good  deal  of  heavy  walking ;  all  of  it  was 
up-hill ;  conversation  was  held  in  check  by  shortness 
of  breath ;  scarcely  anybody,  except  Colonel  Meynell, 
seemed  to  be  watching  the  hounds,  w^hich,  indeed, 
were  often  concealed  from  view. 

'Well,  Foley,'  said  the  Colonel,  laughing  a  little,  as 
they  came  to  a  halt  near  a  deep  pool,  '  what  do  you 
think  of  otter-hunting  without  an  otter  ?  Cheer  up  ; 
you'll  enjoy  it  if  we  find,  and  if  we  don't — well,  then 
you  won't,  that's  all.  You  can't  say  I  didn't  warn 
you,  though.' 

'I  should  be  enjoying  myself  now  if  I  were  in 
better  training,'  answered  Arthur,  wiping  his  forehead. 
*  You,  I  can  see,  are  as  hard  as  nails ;  but  your  sister 
fairly  puts  me  to  shame.     She  hasn't  turned  a  hair 

yet.' 

*  H'm  !  she  isn't  quite  as  strong  as  she  looks ; 
though,    to    be    sure,    she    carries    no   extra   flesh. 
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Besides,  she  is  accustomed  to  a  hilly  country,  ^Yhich 
you,  perhaps,  are  not.  \Yell,  Tommy,  what's  wrong 
now?' 

This  last  query  was  addressed  to  a  youth  of  tender 
years,  who,  although  presumably  born  and  bred  in  a 
hilly  country,  was  very  red  in  the  face  and  very  much 
out  of  breath. 

*  'Tis  crooU  stape  runnin',  sure  enough!'  he  panted, 
with  a  slightly  reproachful  glance  at  the  object  of  his 
pursuit.  And  then  :  '  If  you  plaze,  su',  would  you 
come  and  spake  to  vather ;  us  can't  do  nothin'  with 
un — not  since  last  night.  And  mother  said  as  I 
was  to  foller  the  hotter  'ounds  till  I  found  you, 
and ' 

*  Drink,  again  ?'  interrupted  the  Colonel  sharply. 

*  Yes,  if  you  plaze,  sir ;  and  mother  says  if  you'd 
ha'  got  un  to  take  the  pledge  when  her  wanted  you  to 
do't ' 

*  I  must  be  off,'  said  the  Colonel,  cutting  short  the 
reproofs  of  the  injured  Tommy  ;  *  this  man  is  game  to 
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murder  his  wife  or  burn  the  house  down  when  he  is 
mad  with  drink,  and  a  hundred  pledges  wouldn't 
keep  him  from  an  occasional  fit  of  this  kind.  Very 
sorry  to  leave  you,  Foley  ;  but  there's  no  help  for  it. 
Just  look  after  my  sister,  will  you?  like  a  good  fellow, 
and  see  that  she  doesn't  run  too  far  !  She  is  apt  to 
suffer  for  it  afterwards  when  she  does.' 

He  was  out  of  sight  in  less  than  half  a  minute,  the 
hob-nailed  Tommy  labouring  along  behind  him,  like  a 
pug  in  the  wake  of  a  grayhound.  Arthur  at  once 
approached  Miss  Meynell,  who  was  talking  to  some 
other  ladies  a  sljort  distance  off,  and  who  did  not 
seem  to  be  in  any  way  surprised  or  perturbed  by  the 
news  of  her  brother's  departure. 

*  It  is  old  Tom  Shinner,  I  suppose,'  she  remarked ; 
'  we  are  always  afraid  of  something  dreadful  happen- 
ing in  that  house.  How  fortunate  that  the  boy 
caught  Victor !'  . 

*  You  won't  have  to  go  too,  will  you  ?'  asked  Arthur 
apprehensively. 
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*  Oh  no  !  I  could  be  of  no  use  at  present,  and  Victor 
wouldn't  like  it.  Besides,'  she  added,  smiling,  '  I 
must  stay  with  the  hounds  and  do  the  honours  of 
otter-hunting,  such  as  they  are,  to  you.' 

Evidently  she  did  not  consider  that  there  was 
anything  irregular  in  their  being  left  together, 
without  a  properly  qualified  chaperon,  and  it  was  not 
for  Arthur  to  complain  of  a  programme  to  which  be 
entertained  no  personal  objection  whatsoever. 


CHAPTEK  IV. 


A   RADICAL    NOBLEMAN. 


'  Wouldn't  you  like  to  smoke?'  asked  Ehoda  Meynell. 

She  was  seated  upon  a  mossy  boulder  close  to  the 
stream,  the  sunshine,  as  it  fell  through  the  pale  green 
foliage  of  the  beech-trees  overhead,  making  wavering 
designs  of  light  and  shade  upon  her  person. 

Arthur  Foley,  who  was  stretched  at  her  feet, 
answered,  '  Oh  no,  thanks  !'  in  an  almost  shocked 
tone.  Had  he  been  alone  he  would  certainly  have 
wanted  to  smoke ;  had  he  been  in  the  company  of  any 
other  lady  of  his  acquaintance,  he  would  probably 
have  requested  her  permission  to  do  so  ere  this  ;  but 
he  had  an  unformulated  impression  that  there  would 
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be  something  akin  to  profanity  in  defiling  with  the 
fumes  of  tobacco  the  air  that  Miss  Meynell  honom^ed 
by  breathing — which  shows  that  he  must  ahready  have 
taken  long  strides  in  the  direction  of  his  predestined 
goal. 

*  Please  don't  hesitate  on  my  account,'  said  the 
girl.  '  I  don't  mhid  it  in  the  least ;  Victor  is  a  great 
smoker.' 

'  You  think  everything  'that  he  does  must  be  right,  . 
don't  you  ?'    asked  Arthur,   with  a  touch  of   utterly 
unreasonable  jealousy. 

They  had  left  the  hounds  about  half  an  hour  before, 
no  prospect  of  sport  having  been  held  out  to  them  by 
Mr.  Nethersole,  and  were  now  leisurely  making  their 
way  homewards.  Miss  Meynell,  however,  had  scouted 
the  idea  of  turnmg  back,  until  Arthur,  who  noticed 
that  she  was  looking  rather  pale  and  tired,  had 
thought  of  mentioning  that  her  brother  had  told  him 
not  to  let  her  fatigue  herself ;  whereupon  she  had  at 
once  vielded. 
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'I  have  never  known  him  do  wrong,'  she  answered 
simply.  '  From  things  that  he  has  said,  I  suppose  he 
wasn't  always  what  he  is  now ;  but  I  can't  imagine 
him  different,  and  I  don't  want  to  try.  Victor  is  as 
near  perfection  .as  any  mortal  man  can  be,  I  believe. 
For  my  own  part,  I  am  quite  content  to  follow  him 
blindly.' 

'  Comfortable,  but  dangerous,'  was  Arthur's  sage 
comment  upon  this  profession  of  faith.  '  One  rather 
envies  the  devout  Eomanist  who  accepts  the  doctrine 
of  Papal  infallibility,  but  at  the  same  time  one  can't 
help  pitying  him.' 

*  Oh,  you  will  be  just  the  same  as  I  am  when  you 
get  to  know  Victor  a  little  better,'  rejoined  the  girl. 
*  He  is  head  and  shoulders  above  all  the  rest  of 
us,  and  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  acknow- 
ledge it.' 

*  If  he  is  a  head  and  shoulders  taller  than  you,  that 
would  make  him  just  about  double  my  height,' 
observed  Arthur  reflectively.     *  I'm  very   small,'   he 
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added,  by  way  of  explanation,  no  protest  being  made 
against  his  computed  standard  of  measurement. 

*  Are  you  ?'  asked  Miss  Me^nell,  gazing  down  upon 
him  from  her  rock,  with  a  smile  which  betrayed 
some  inward  amusement.  '  But  why  should  you  be 
small?' 

*  Because  I'm  nothing.  One  can't  very  well  be 
smaller  than  zero,  can  one?  Not  that  it's  altogether 
my  fault.  I  wanted  to  be  a  soldier,  and  I  believe  I 
should  have  been  a  soldier  now,  if  I  had  been  allowed 
half  a  chance.  But  what  is  a  fellow  to  do  with 
himself  who  has  been  so  handicapped  as  I  have  ?' 

It  will  be  perceived  that  Arthur  Foley  was  rather 
fond  of  talking  about  himself.  Perhaps  the  gener- 
ality of  us  have  the  same  taste,  and  perhaps  we 
■should  indulge  in  it  more  frequently  than  we  do,  if 
.salutary  snubs,  administered  in  early  life,  had  not 
taught  us  how  apt  the  subject  is  to  pall  upon  our 
hearers.  Arthur's  present  hearer,  however,  was 
^uick-witted  enough  to  understand  that  she  had  not 
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to  deal  with  a  conceited  egotist,  kind-hearted  enough 
to  take  a  sympathetic  interest  in  the  narrative  of  his 
wasted  boyhood,  and  generous  enough  to  give  him 
credit  for  having  done  his  best  in  the  face  of  adverse 
circumstances.  Possibly  also  the  advice  with  which 
she  favoured  him,  when  he  had  made  an  end  of 
speaking,  was  sound. 

'  If  I  were  you,'  said  she,  '  I  would  have  a  talk  with 
Victor ;  he  always  sees  at  a  glance  what  is  the  right 
thing  to  be  done.  To  me  it  looks  rather  complicated  j 
because,  of  course,  your  father  had  claims  upon  you ; 
though  I  cannot  understand  his  wishing  you  to  lead  a 
useless  existence  in  a  little  out-of-the-way  watering- 
place.' 

Arthur   did  not  concur  as   cordially  as  he  would 

have  done  a  few  days  earlier.     Even  out-of-the-way 

watering-places  may  possess  charms — not  to  speak  of 

opportunities  for  usefulness.     He  said  : 

'  After  all,  your  brother  lives  here,  and  you  wouldn't, 

describe  his  existence  as  useless,  I  presume.     What  I 
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should  like  would  be  to  serve  under  him,  as  a  hurable 
recruit.     Do  you  think  he  would  take  me  ?' 

Miss  Meynell  declined  to  give  any  definite  assurance 
upon  that  point.  It  was  e^-ident  that  her  awe  of  the 
Colonel  was  equal  to  her  affection  for  him,  and  that 
she  had  been  granted  no  authority  to  speak  in  his 
name.  As  soon  a^  she  could,  she  changed  the  subject 
and  began  to  talk  about  the  respective  advantages  of 
a  London  and  a  country  life,  with  the  former  of 
which  she  displayed  a  familiarity  that  rather  sur- 
prised her  companion. 

'Are  you  often  in  London,  then  ?'  he  asked. 

*  Not  now?  but  I  lived  there  until  my  mother  died, 
and  since  then  I  have  been  up  once  or  twice  on  a  ^dsit 
to  Lady  Braunton,  who  has  been  very  kind,  and  who 
thinks  I  ought  to  see  something  of  the  world.  One 
can  see  the  world  at  Bridstow,  though  ;  there  isn't 
such  a  very  immense  difference  between  rich  people 
and  poor  people — at  least,  in  essentials.  Much  the 
same  things  happen  to  us  all ;  only  we  behave  rather 
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differently  and  use  rather  different   language   about 
them  when  they  come  to  pass.' 

*  Lady  Braunton,  I  suppose,  looks  at  things  from 
the  rich  person's  point  of  view.  And  Lord  Braunton 
— what  sort  of  a  man  is  he  ?' 

*  Very  nice  indeed ;  I  am  sure  you  will  like  him,  if 
you  are  still  here  when  they  come  down  for  the 
summer.  He,  at  all  events,  doesn't  look  at  things 
from  the  rich  person's  point  of  view;  for  he  is  a 
strong  Kadical,  besides  being  one  of  the  best  landlords 
in  the  West  of  England.  Victor  has  a  very  high 
opinion  of  him.' 

'  From  which  it  naturally  follows  that  you  have  a 
very  high  opinion  of  him.  Personally,  I  must  confess 
that  I  regard  Eadical  noblemen  and  landowners  with 
a  certain  degree  of  suspicion.     Is  he  young  ?' 

*  Yes,'  answered  the  girl  hesitatingly.  And  then, 
in  more  decided  accents  :  '  Oh  yes,  he  is  quite  young, 
though  he  doesn't  look  so — partly  owing  to  his 
wearing  spectacles,  perhaps.     Do  you  know,  I  think 
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we  ought  to  be  moving  on.  We  are  very  irregular 
people  about  meals  ;  but  I  don't  want  Victor  to  come 
in  and  find  nothing  ready  for  him  to  eat.  He  is 
capable  of  going  without  food  at  all,  unless  he  is 
reminded  of  it.' 

During  the  downward  walk  to  Moor  Cottage,  where 
Miss  Meynell  took  leave  of  her  companion,  without 
inviting  him  to  enter,  nothing  more  was  said  about 
Lord  Braunton ;  but  Arthur,  remembering  Mrs. 
Latimer's  hint,  was  not  wholly  free  from  misgivings 
with  reference  to  the  lord  of  the  manor,  though  it  had 
been  a  comfort  to  hear  that  he  wore  spectacles  and 
didn't  look  young.  Why  should  Lord  Braunton's 
defective  vision  and  premature  antiquity  have  con- 
veyed any  sense  of  comfort  to  one  who  was  as  yet 
unacquainted  with  him  ?  Arthur  did  not  even  ask 
himself  the  question.  What  use  is  there  in  asking 
questions  to  which  the  answer  is  perfectly  obvious  ? 
It  is  as  idle  to  do  that  as  to  fight  against  sentiments 
and  emotions  which  cannot  be  controlled.     Such,  at 
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least,  was  the  opinion  of  Arthur  Foley,  who  had 
never  tried  very  hard  to  control  his  emotions,  and 
consequently  could  not  know  for  certain  whether  they 
are  controllable  or  not. 

It  was  with  sincere  satisfaction  and  some  little 
amusement  that  his  father  heard,  that  evening,  how 
the  young  man's  day  had  been  spent.  Mr.  Foley's 
own  day  had  been  a  long  and  rather  weary  one.  He 
had  sketched  for  an  hour  or  so;  he  had  interviewed 
the  bailiff  and  the  gardener  ;  and  the  rest  of  his  time 
had  been  passed,  partly  in  vain  longings  for  congenial 
companionship,  and  partly  in  the  construction  of  a 
Spanish  castle  which  was  situated,  not  in  Spain,  but 
in  Devonshire.  As  a  jpied  a  terre,  and  as  a  place  in 
which  to  lie  down  and  die  when  one's  hour  should 
come,  St.  Ann's  might  prove  tolerable ;  but  as  a 
permanent  residence — a  Dieu  ne  plaise  ! 

But  now,  thanks  to  Arthur's  fortunately  sus- 
ceptible temperament,  the  corner-stone  of  the  above 
dreamy   edifice    seemed    really   to    have   been    laid, 
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and  the  dreamer  was  proportionately  cheerful.  He 
said  : 

'  I  am  only  too  thankful  that  you  have  found  some 
people  here  whom  you  like.  I  am  not  sure  that  I 
quite  understand  what  your  surprising  ex- Guardsman 
is  driving  at ;  but  his  motives  are,  doubtless,  ex- 
cellent, and  if  it  amuses  you  to  take  part  in  his 
crusade,  by  all  manner  of  means  do  so.  In  providing 
you  with  amusement  he  is  conferring  the  greatest 
possible  favour  upon  me,  as  well  as  upon  you.' 

It  was  not  to  his  father,  whose  quiet  scepticism 
chilled  him,  that  Arthur  was  likely  to  confide  any  of 
the  enthusiastic  ideas  by  which  his  youthful  bosom 
was  stirred  ;  but  he  was  thoroughly  honest,  both  in 
his  admiration  of  Colonel  Meynell  and  in  his  desire  to 
follow  in  the  footsteps  of  that  practical  Christian.  If 
he  was  also  a  little  bit  afraid  of  being  laughed  at,  he 
must  be  forgiven.  Are  we  not  all  a  little  bit  afraid 
of  being  laughed  at  when  we  make  tentative  efforts 
towards  acting  in  accordance  with  the  tenets  which 
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we  profess  to  hold?  But,  at  all  events,  there  was 
nothing  particularly  compromising  in  playing  cricket ; 
and  that,  it  appeared,  was  the  only  form  of  assistance 
which  Colonel  Meynell  felt  disposed  as  yet  to  accept 
at  Arthur's  hands.  For  some  time  after  this  he  met 
the  youn^  fellow  almost  every  day,  and  treated  him 
with  much  friendliness;  but  he  was  not  very  com- 
municative, nor  did  he  seem  inclined  to  take 
Arthur's  reiterated  offers  of  help  and  obedience 
seriously. 

*  We'll  see  about  all  that  later  on,'  he  said  one 
day ;  '  it  isn't  as  if  you  were  a  fixture  at  Bridstow.' 

*  But,  as  I've  told  you  again  and  again,  I  don't 
know  that  I'm  not  a  fixture,'  Arthur  returned.  '  If  I 
could  hear  of  any  chance  of  employment  elsewhere, 
I'd  take  it  like  a  shot,  only ' 

*  Oh,  there's  plenty  of  employment  to  be  had 
elsewhere,  if  you  really  want  it.  Meanwhile,  you 
can't  do  better  than  exercise  your  muscles,  live 
sparingly,  and  say  your  prayers  morning  and  evening. 
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Not   necessarily  long  prayers,  you  know  ;    still,   it's 
very  important  never  to  omit  them. 

This  last  piece  of  advice,  it  should  be  mentioned^ 
was   not  volunteered   without   encouragement.     The 
Colonel  had  been  consulted,  had  to  some  extent  been 
confided  in,  and,  having  ascertained  that  his  would-be 
disciple  was  not  troubled  with  religious  doubts,  had 
on   several   previous   occasions    responded   with   the 
above   brief     prescription.       Perhaps     he    preferred 
example  to  precept,  or  perhaps  he  had  no  great  belief 
in  the  young  man's  stability  of  purpose.     The  latter 
was  the  con^dction  which  forced  itself  upon  x\rthur's 
mmd  and  which  made  him  feel  rather  sore  at  times. 
Because  he   really  did  wish  to  be  of  ser^dce  to  his. 
fellow-creatures,  and  he  was  sure  that  he  would  have 
entertained  the  same  laudable  wish  even  if  Colonel 
Meynell  had  not  happened  to  be  Ehoda's  brother. 

Nevertheless,  the  circumstance  that  Colonel  Meynell 
was  the  half-brother  of  his  half-sister  earned  him  a 
forbearance  of  which  he  might  otherwise  have  been 
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deprived  by  his  brusquerie  and  his  occasional  irony  ; 
for  Arthur  was  now  fully  persuaded  that  he  had  at 
last  met  the  one  and  only  woman  in  the  whole  world 
whom  he  could  ever  love  with  his  whole  heart  and 
soul.  He  would  have  been  very  much  annoyed  if 
anyone  had  reminded  him  of  sundry  previous  persua- 
sions to  a  similar  effect ;  but  nobody  did  remind  him 
of  those  bygone  mistakes,  because  nobody  in  the  place 
except  his  father  was  cognizant  of  them,  and  Mr. 
Foley  knew  better  than  to  throw  ridicule  upon  an 
attachment  which  he  had  every  reason  for  regarding 
with  benign  approval.  For  several  weeks  in  succes- 
sion, therefore,  Arthur  was  a  constant  visitor  at  Moor 
Cottage,  where  everything  led  him-  to  believe  that  he 
was  also  a  welcome  one.  Whether  Ehoda  divined  the 
sentiments  with  which  she  had  inspired  him  or  not  he 
could  not  feel  sure ;  but  sometimes  he  hoped  that  she 
did,  and  it  is  certain  that  he  neither  disguised  them 
nor  was  denied  opportunities  for  making  them 
manifest.     It  was  likewise  certain  that  the  girl  had  a 
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friendly  feeling  for  him,  and  enjoyed  a  chat  with  him 
towards  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  her  day's 
work  was  done  and  when  she  had  prepared  tea  for  the 
Colonel,  who  did  not  always  come  home  m  time  to 
partake  of  that  refreshment. 

The  Colonel,  as  it  chanced,  was  not  present  one 
fine,  warm  evening  when  a  friendly  chat  of  the  natm'e 
above  alluded  to  was  interrupted  by  the  advent  of  an 
unexpected  caller.  The  identity  of  this  tall,  brown- 
bearded,  spectacled  man,  who  appeared  suddenly  at 
the  garden-gate  and  advanced  towards  the  veranda 
where  the  young  people  were  seated,  was  at  once 
recognised  by  Arthur,  and  it  was  not  altogether 
pleasant  to  hear  the  cry  of  surprise  and  delight  with 
which  Miss  Meynell  greeted  the  intruder. 

*  Yes,  I  have  induced  my  mother  to  leave  London 
a  month  earlier  than  usual,'  Lord  Braimton  said,  in 
answer  to  the  first  question  that  he  was  asked.  '  She 
is  in  mourning  for  one  of  our  numerous  relations, 
which  put  a  stop  to  gaiety  for  a  time,  and  you  know 
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how  I  hate  the  season.  So,  as  there  wasn't  any 
committee  work  for  me  to  do,  which  I  couldn't  neglect 
with  a  clear  conscience,  we  decided  to  take  flight.' 

He  sat  down  and  had  a  cup  of  tea  and  discoursed, 
pleasantly  enough,  about  local  topics.  Clearly,  he 
was  upon  a  footing  of  easy  intimacy  with  Ehoda 
Meynell ;  but  his  tone,  Arthur  thought,  was  not  quite 
that  of  a  lover.  In  truth,  if  he  had  been  an  actual 
or  potential  lover,  he  would  probably  have  scented  a 
rival  and  behaved  accordingly ;  whereas  he  declared, 
with  every  appearance  of  sincerity,  that  he  was 
delighted  to  have  found  so  early  an  occasion  for 
making  his  new  neighbour's  acquaintance. 

*  You  and  your  father  will  be  an  immense  acquisi- 
tion to  our  small  circle,'  he  was  pleased  to  say.  'We 
were  afraid  that  you  had  become  hopelessly  wedded 
to  foreign  life,  and  that  Bridstow  would  be  too 
humdrum  a  place  to  attract  you.  By  the  way,  it  is 
rather  odd  that  a  relation  of  yours,  who  has  not  been 
in  these   parts    since    your    great-uncle's    death,   1 


A  RADICAL  NOBLEMAN  77 

believe,  should  be  talking  of  coming  down  here  for  a 
few  weeks  now.     I  think  he  said  that  he  had  never 
met    you ;    but   of    course   you   know   him   well   by 
reputation,  as  all  the  world  does — Eobert  Hamersley, 
the  great  traveller.     He  has  been  one  of  the  lions  of 
the  season,  and  he  is  sick  of  being  lionized;  besides 
which,  he  wants  to  find  some  quiet  place  in  which  to 
work  at  the  book  that  he  is  going  to  bring  out  soon. 
We  couldn't  persuade  him  to  take  up  his  quarters  with 
us,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  and  my  mother  has  gone  to  Brid- 
stow  this  afternoon  to  make  inqunies  about  lodgings.' 
Both   Arthur   and    Miss   Meynell   were   much   in- 
terested,  and   had   a   great,  many  questions   to   ask 
about    Mr.    Hamersley,    who,    it    appeared,    was    a 
widower  with  an  only  daughter.     Lord  Braunton,  it 
may  be  assumed,  had  outgrown  the  habit  of  blushing ; 
but  he  certainly  looked  rather  self-conscious  when  he 
mentioned   Miss   Hamersley,   and    his   dispassionate 
commendation  of  her  beauty  sounded  a  trifle  over- 
done.     Her   mother,   he    said,    had    been   a    South 
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American,  and  he  supposed  that  she  had  inherited 
her  mother's  looks. 

'  Mr.  Foley  ought  to  be  warned,'  he  added  jocularly, 
'that  all  the  London  young  men  have  fallen  down 
before  her  like  a  row  of  bricks.' 

*  Including  yourself  ?'  Ehoda  inquired. 

*  Am  I  a  London  young  man  ?  My  mother  swears 
that  I  was  born  middle-aged,  and  I  can't  contradict 
her.  Oh  dear  no  !  Miss  Hamersley  has  no  favours 
to  spare  for  the  likes  of  me.' 

Arthur  may  have  been  mistaken ;  but  the  impres- 
sion which  he  carried  away  with  him,  twenty  minutes 
later,  was  that  Lord  Braunton  was  not  only  enamoured 
of  the  beautiful  Miss  Hamersley,  but  anxious  to  em- 
phasize delicately  the  circumstance  that  he  was  not 
enamoured  of  Miss  Meynell.  If  so.  Lord  Braunton's 
taste  was  probably  as  bad  as  his  tactics  were  clumsy ; 
still,  it  was  not  for  one  who  had  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  himself  adored  Miss  Meynell,  to  take 
umbrage  at  either. 


CHAPTEE  Y. 
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All  his  life  long  Mr.  Foley  had  been  a  solitary  man  ; 
and  this  not  so  much  because  he  loved  solitude  as 
because  he  had  a  morbid  dread  of  thrusting  himself 
upon  anyone  who  might  possibly  prefer  his  room  to 
his  company.  Inevitably,  therefore,  people  ^vho 
would  have  been  glad  enough  to  see  more  of  him, 
had  taken  it  for  granted  that  he  did  not  care  to  see 
more  of  them,  and  his  son,  amongst  others,  had  been 
at  some  unnecessary  pains  to  avoid  intruding  upon 
his  privacy.  They  lived  together  at  St.  Ann's  much 
as  they  had  always  lived  when  under  the  same  roof, 
meeting  only  at  meals  and  talking  for  the  most  part. 
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on  such  occasions,  about  subjects  which  had  Uttle 
personal  interest  for  either  of  them.  But  Arthur's 
mention  of  the  Brauntons,  and  of  the  friends  for 
whom  they  had  been  commissioned  to  secure  lodgings 
s,i  Bridstow,  had  the  effect  of  causing  the  weary- 
looking  old  man  on  the  other  side  of  the  dinner-table 
to  straighten  himself  in  his  chair  and  open  his  half- 
<jlosed  eyelids  widely. 

' Robert  Hamersley  coming  down  here!'  ejaculated 
Mr.  Foley.  'What  can  be  the  meaning  of  that? 
^hat  can  his  object  be  ?     I  don't  like  it,  Arthur  !' 

Arthur,  in  the  plenitude  of  his  experience  and 
insight  into  the  sources  of  human  action,  thought 
that  Mr.  Hamersley 's  motives  were  not  far  to  seek. 
He  smilingly  stated  what  his  opinion  was,  and 
partially  reassured  his  father,  who  remarked : 

'  Well,  that  may  be  the  explanation,  no  doubt ; 
although  it  seems  strange  that  he  should  have 
selected  this  time,  of  all  others,  for  revisiting  a 
place  which  I  remember  hearing  him  swear  that  he 
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would  never  set  eyes  on  again.  In  any  event,  there 
must  be  some  unpleasantness,  I  am  afraid.  So 
Eobert  has  a  grown-up  daughter,  has  he '?  How  time 
flies !  Yes ;  I  recollect  a  report  of  his  marriage  in 
Erazil  or  Peru,  or  some  such  country,  and  of  his 
wife's  death  a  year  or  so  later.  I  wonder  whether  he 
will  speak  to  me  or  not  ?  Most  likely  he  will ;  but 
unless  he  has  very  much  changed,  I  am  quite  sure 
that  he  has  not  forgiven  me.' 

'  For  having  stepped  into  his  shoes,  do  you  mean  ? 
But  I  suppose  you  couldn't  help  that.' 

'  I  might  perhaps  have  helped  doing  so.  There 
was,  as  I  told  you  before,  a  scandal — a  divorce  case, 
m  fact — with  which  Eobert  was  mixed  up.  I  need 
not  give  you  all  the  particulars,  because  the  upshot 
of  it  was  that  Eobert  came  off  with  flying  colours, 
while  another  man,  who  was  really  less  guilty,  was 
sacrificed.  The  fact  of  his  having  perjured  himself 
in  court  doesn't  count  —  there  are  chcumsances 
under  which,  I  believe,  it  is  held  that  a  man  is  bound 

VOL.  I.  6 
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to  perjure  himself — but  the  few  people  who  were 
acquainted  with  the  truth  knew  very  well  that,  when 
he  did  so,  he  was  consulting  his  own  interests,  •  not 
those  of  the  unfortunate  woman  whom  he  could  not 
save,  nor  those  of  the  scapegoat  whom  he  allowed  to 
suffer  in  his  place.  I  happened  to  be  one  of  the  few 
people  acquainted  with  the  truth,  and  when  my  uncle 
questioned  me,  I  told  him  what  I  knew.  Ought  I  to 
have  held  my  tongue?  That  is  just  what  I  can't  feel 
quite  certain  about ;  but  I  am  perfectly  certain  that 
I  never  expected  him  to  cut  Eobert  adrift,  for  he  was 
by  no  means  a  strait-laced  old  gentleman,  and  he 
had  no  great  affection  for  me.  However,  so  it  was. 
He  sent  for  Eobert,  told  him  that  he  had  behaved 
like  a  scoundrel,  turned  his  back  upon  him,  and 
never  saw  him  again.  Afterwards  he  made  the  will 
that  you  know  of,  and  then  died.  His  having  nomi- 
nated Eobert  as  his  heir,  in  default  of  others,  looks 
rather  as  though  he  had  meant  to  leave  a  door  open 
for  repentance;  it  is  quite  possible  that,  if  he  had 
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lived  longer,  he  might  have  torn  up  that  ^ill  and 
executed  a  different  one.  "\Miat  can't  be  denied  is, 
that  I  was  instrumental  in  disinheriting  my  cousin, 
and  what  would  surprise  me  beyond  measure  would 
be  to  hear  that  my  cousin  had  either  forgotten  or 
forgiven  that.  I  must  confess  that  I  don't  like  his 
coming  down  here  just  after  our  return.' 

*  I  really  don't  think  that  his  coming  here  can  have 
any  connection  with  that  old  story,'  Arthur  opined. 
*  After  all,  what  can  he  do  ?  He  can't  disjDute  your 
title  to  the  property,  I  suppose  ?' 

*  Oh  no ;  he  can't  do  that,  or  he  would  have  done 
it  long  ago.  And,  as  you  say,  it  is  a  very  old  story ; 
all  the  actors  in  it,  except  Eobert  and  myself,  are 
dead  by  this  time,  I  believe.  Still' — Mr.  Foley 
paused  for  a  moment,  sighed,  and  then  added :  *  Well, 
we  shall  see.' 

The  above  conversation  took  place  at  dessert,  and 
on  its  conclusion  the  elder  man  betook  himself  to  the 
room  which  he  had  fitted  up  as  a  studio,  and  which 
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his  son  never  thought  of  invading.  No  further 
allusion  was  made  to  Mr.  Hamersley  on  the  morrow ; 
hat  in  the  course  of  that  afternoon  who  should  drive 
up  to  the  door  to  pay  a  neighbourly  call  but  Mr. 
Hamersley's  noble  friend ! 

Lord  Braunton  was  very  neighbourly  and  very 
friendly.  He  said  all  that  the  occasion  seemed  to 
require,  and  even  a  little  more ;  he  rather  dexterously 
avoided  touching  upon  political  topics,  as  to  which  he 
could  not  tell  whether  his  host's  views  coincided  or 
not  with  his  own ;  he  mentioned  his  mother's  anxiety 
to  renew  acquaintance  with  one  whom  she  well 
remembered,  but  who,  she  feared,  must  quite  have 
forgotten  her;  and  he  ended  by  asking  whether 
Mr.  Foley  and  Arthur  would  waive  ceremony  so 
far  as  to  dine  at  Braunton  Towers  the  next  even- 
ing. 

*It  isn't  a  dinner-party,'  he  added;  *we  are  in 
mourning  just  now,  so  we  can't  give  formal  dinners. 
But  the  Latimers  and  the  Meynells  have  promised  to 
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come,  and  you  would  do  us  all  a  great  favour  if  you 
would  join  us.' 

Mr.  Foley  was  by  no  means  reluctant  to  grant  the 
requested  favour.  Solitary  as  his  temperament  had 
condemned  him  to  be,  he  had  never  been  unsociable, 
and  he  longed  to  be  brought  once  more  into  contact 
with  people  who  at  least  had  seen  something  of  the 
outer  world.  For  he  was  far  from  sharing  Miss 
Meynell's  philosophic  opinion  that  there  is  no  very 
immense  difference  between  one  class  of  human 
beings  and  another. 

*That  is  a  pleasant -mannered  young  man,'  he 
remarked  to  his  son,  after  their  visitor  had  left  them ; 
*  though  he  seems  to  need  smartening  up  a  little,  and 
it  is  a  pity  that  he  stoops  and  wears  spectacles.  He 
doesn't  take  after  his  mother,  whom  I  recollect 
perfectly  well,  and  who  was  a  particularly  charming 
and  pretty  woman  in  the  days  of  auld  lang  syne.  Ce 
que  c'est  que  de  nous  !  I  suppose  she  has  a  gray  head 
and  a  yellow,  wrinkled  skin  now,  like  the  rest  of  us.' 
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If  Lady  Braunton's  skin  had  •preserved  a  good  deal 
of  the  bloom  of  youth,  and  if  the  lines  discernible 
thereon  scarcely  deserved  to  be  called  wrinkled,  this 
was  probably  because  the  course  of  life  had  been 
rendered  sni,ooth  for  her,  and  because  she  had  en- 
countered its  occasional  asperities  in  a  very  different 
spirit  from  that  manifested  by  Mr.  Foley.  Her  hair, 
it  is  true,  was  gray,  but  it  was  pretty  and  abundant 
hair,  and  she  wore  it  drawn  back  above  her  low 
forehead  in  a  style  highly  becoming  to  such  ladies  of 
her  years  as  can  afford  to  adopt  it.  Moreover,  she 
had  not  her  son's  noble,  or  ignoble,  contempt  for 
attire,  so  that  the  sparkle  of  diamonds  that  lit  up  her 
black  costume,  when  she  rose  to  receive  Mr.  Foley 
before  dinner",  and  the  exquisite  lace  which  formed  a 
part  of  it,  appealed  at  once  to  that  gentleman's 
artistic  sensibilities. 

*How  delightful  it  is,'  she  exclaimed,  'to  meet 
somebody  to  whom  one  can  talk  of  things  that 
happened   in  the  fifties  and   sixties,  without  being 
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looked  upon  as  an  antediluvian !  You  and  I,  Mr. 
Foley,  remember  Bridstow  when  the  nearest  railway 
station  was  twenty  miles  away,  and  when  there 
wasn't  a  hotel  or  a  lodgmg  -  house  in  the  place. 
Come  and  sit  down,  and  tell  me  what  3'ou  think  of 
all  the  changes  that  have  been  brought  about  here 
since  we  were  young.' 

*I  think  the  place  is  wonderfully  little  changed, 
Lady  Braunton,'  her  guest  replied,  with  a  faint 
smile.  'Every  morning,  when  I  awake  and  look 
out  of  my  window  across  the  bay,  I  remhid  mj^self 
of  Flip  van  Winkle.  It  is  the  old  scene;  but  it  is 
occupied  by  a  new  set  of  actors,  amongst  whom  there 
is  no  place  for  me.' 

*But  indeed  there  is  a  place  open  for  you,' 
Lady  Braunton  declared,  *  and  we  expect  you  to 
fill  it.' 

'  Ah,  no ;  I  will  only  be  a  spectator,  if  you  please ; 
I  have  had  my  day.  You,  of  course,  are  still  qualified 
to  play  a  prominent  and  ornamental  part ;  but  then 
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you,  if  I  may  be  permitted  to  say  so,  appear  to  have 
discovered  the  secret  of  perpetual  youth.' 

Lady  Braunton  laughed,  shrugged  her  shoulders 
slightly,  and  pointed  with  her  fan  to  the  master  of 
the  house,  to  whom  she  certainly  did  not  seem  to 
have  transmitted  the  valuable  discovery  ascribed  to 
her. 

*  Braunton  is  as  old  as  the  hills,'  said  she ;  '  so  it 
stands  to  reason  that  I  must  be  older.  Nevertheless^ 
I  don't  see  why  you  and  I  should  be  contented  to 
rank  as  ciphers,  merely  because  we  happen  to  have  a 
full-grown  son  apiece.' 

During  dinner  she  explained  in  more  precise  terms 
how  little  accustomed  she  was  to  accept  the  position 
of  a  nonentity ;  although  at  the  same  time  she  made 
it  innocently  and  divertingly  evident  to  her  hearer 
that  she  had  no  practical  control  over  her  son's 
proceedings.  She  deplored  his  Radicalism,  but  she 
had  not  been  able  to  wean  him  from  it ;  she  wished, 
as  a  matter  of  course,  to  marry  him  to  a  girl  of  her 
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choice,  but  admitted  that  her  choice,  unless  it  should 
chance  to  coincide  with  his,  ^vould  have  to  go  to  the 
wall ;  she  even  went  so  far,  m  the  sunplicity  of  her 
garrulous  candour,  as  to  intimate  that  he  had  already 
made  his  choice,  and  that  she  had  been  compelled  to 
submit  to  it  against  her  will. 

]\Ir.  Foley,  for  his  part,  said  little— no  neighbour  of 
Lady  Braunton's  was  ever  called  upon  to  say  much — 
but  took  mental  notes,  and  drew  consolatory  conclu- 
sions from  some  of  them.  After  all,  it  might  well  be 
that  Eobert  Hamersley  was  ambitious  of  contracting 
an  alliance  with  a  wealthy  Radical  peer. 

Lady  Braunton  distinctly  implied  that  such  was 
the  case,  and  if  he  had  any  other  motive  for  tem- 
porarily establishing  himself  at  Bridstow,  she  evi- 
dently was  not  aware  of  it.  She  described  him  as  a 
most  delightful  and  entertaining  companion ;  she 
expatiated  upon  the  feats  which  he  had  achieved  in 
distant  lands,  upon  his  intrepidity  and  his  modesty  ; 
it   was    only    by   an   afterthought   that   she   alluded 
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to  his  former  connection  with  that  neighbourhood, 
saying: 

^  I  can't  remember  at  all  what  he  was  like  as  a 
young  man,  though  I  suppose  I  must  have  seen  him 
in  the  days  when  your  uncle  lived  at  St.  Ann's. 
Used  it  not  to  be  said  at  one  time  that  St.  Ann's 
would  go  to  him  after  old  Mr.  Foley's  death  ?  What 
a  white  elephant  the  place  would  have  been  to  him 
with  his  adventurous  tastes  and  wandering  habits  !' 

Meanwhile,  Arthur  was  not  having  such  an  enjoy- 
able time  of  it  as  he  might  have  ventured  to  antici- 
pate, had  there  been  more  ladies  present.  Miss 
Meynell,  to  be  sure,  was  seated  on  his  left,  but  she 
was  obliged  to  devote  herself  almost  entirely  to  the 
entertainment  of  Mr.  Latimer ;  so  that  he  could  only 
hope  for  better  things  later  on,  and  take  part,  with  as 
good  a  grace  as  might  be,  in  the  general  conversation. 
This,  which  was  continued  after  the  men  had  been 
left  to  their  coffee  and  cigarettes,  was  really  rather 
interesting ;    for    the   chief    speakers   were    Colonel 
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Meynell  and  Lord  Braunton,  both  of  '^hom  said  some 
things  which,  if  not  original,  struck  Arthur  as  being 
so.  The  latter  might  possibly  be  justified  in  affirm- 
ing, as  he  did,  that  to  talk  about  Conservative  prin- 
ciples in  a  country  which  vhtually  possesses  universal 
suffrage  is  to  talk  nonsense  ;  but  it  was  a  little  start- 
ling to  hear  the  former  retort : 

*  Universal  suffrage  may  come  to  mean  reaction  yet. 
I  grant  you  that  Conservatism  just  at  present  is  only 
a  name ;  but  there's  no  reason  why  it  shouldn't 
become  a  reality  again  some  day,  and  I  am  convinced 
that  it  very  soon  would  if  the  men  whom  you  profess 
to  follo'^  could  get  a  free  hand.  The  average  annual 
return  from  agricultural  land  being  two  per  cent.,  or 
thereabouts,  it  is  pretty  clear  that  peasant  proprietor- 
ship will  never  become  an  institution  in  this  country, 
and  the  only  question  is  whether  you  wish  to  abolish 
yourself  and  other  gi'eat  land-owners  in  order  to  let 
wealthy  mercantile  persons  step  into  your  shoes.  I 
don't  think  so  badly  of  you  as  some  of  you  seem  to 
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think  of  yourselves  ;  I  believe  the  mercantile  persons 
would  prove  an  uncommonly  poor  substitute  for  you 
— and  so,  you  may  depend  upon  it,  does  Hodge.  As 
for  you  individually,  my  dear  Braunton,  everybody 
knows  that  you  are  a  model  landlord ;  and  why  you 
should  be  so  eager  to  legislate  against  your  own  cfass 
I  can't  imagine.' 

*  Oh,  I'm  not  a  Socialist,'  Lord  Braunton  said. 

*  Of  course  you  are  not ;  and  that  is  just  what 
makes  your  position  so  absurdly  illogical.  You  and 
I  know  very  well  that  the  unequal  distribution  of 
wealth  is  an  evil ;  but  neither  you  nor  I  nor  anybody 
else  has  managed  to  hit  as  yet  upon  any  practical 
remedy  for  the  existing  state  of  things.  What  sense 
is  there  in  backing  up  a  crew  of  doctrinaires  and 
demagogues,  whom  we  shall  have  to  fight  the 
moment  that  they  begin  trying  to  give  effect  to  their 
ideas  ?' 

*  I  can't  oppose  the  Radicals,  even  though  some  of 
their  notions  may  seem  to  me  visionary,'  answered 
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Lord  Braunton.  '  The  world  moves  on,  and  I  think 
they  are  movmg  with  it.' 

'  Oh,  the  world  moves  on ;  only  it  don't  follow  that 
the  world  is  moving  in  the  right  direction.  Humanity 
has  retraced  its  steps  before  now.  I'll  tell  you  what 
humanity  m  all  ages  has  cried  aloud  for,  and  that  is 
discipline.  Humanity  prefers  a  bad  master  to  no 
master  at  all,  and  the  English  people  are  likely 
enough  to  find  some  bad  masters  before  the  next 
century  is  out.  Compulsory  service  in  the  army 
wotild  be  the  salvation  of  us ;  but  I  stippose  we  shan't 
get  that  until  the  seas  gang  dry.' 

'  ^Miat  an  old  martinet  you  are  I'  said  Lord 
Braimton,  laughing. 

'  Xo ;  I'm  not  a  martinet ;  but  it  seems  to  me 
idiotic  and  criminal  to  throw  down  the  rems  when 
you  have  been  jDlaced  on  the  box-seat.  The  fact 
is  that  we  don't  half  believe  what  we  say  we  believe, 
that  God  has  awarded  our  respective  stations  to 
us.' 
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'Very  true!  very  true!'  murmured  Mr.  Latimer, 
who  had  hitherto  been  a  Kttle  bewildered  as  to  the 
drift  of  the  discussion,  and  who  welcomed  its  arrival 
at  a  point  where  a  plain  man  could  find  solid  ground 
under  his  feet.  *  And  I  think,  Meynell,'  he  added, 
smiling,  '  that  your  love  of  discipline  should  lead  you 
to  sympathize  with  the  poor  Anglican  parson,  who 
honestly  believes  that  schism  is  a  sin  and  can't  quite 
approve  of  his  parishioners  attending  church  and 
chapel  alternately.' 

This  trailing  of  a  red  herring  across  the  scent 
enabled  Lord  Braunton  to  back  out  of  a  controversy 
in  which  he  might  not  improbably  have  been  worsted, 
and  presently  he  rose,  saying :   * 

*  For  heaven's  sake,  let  us  join  the  ladies  before 
we  quarrel !  I  thought  we  had  agreed  long  ago  that 
we  were  too  good  friends  to  run  any  risk  of  stirring 
up  odium  theologicum.' 

There  is  another  kind  of  hatred  which  is  quite  as 
easily  stirred  up,  and  which  it  is  almost  as  difficult 
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to  allay ;  but  poor  Lady  Braunton,  who  had  never  m 
her  life  been  charged  with  want  of  tact,  was  hardly  to 
blame  for  the  sentiments  of  bitter  indignation  which 
she  excited  in  the  breast  of  x\rthur  Foley  by  her  con- 
duct that  evening.  How  was  she  to  know  that  this 
young  fellow  had  already  fallen  a  victim  to  fascina- 
tions which  she  had  until  lately  hoped  were  becoming 
potent  in  then'  mfluence  over  her  son  ?  How  was  she 
to  guess  that  she  was  being  silently  anathematized 
for  taking  temporary  possession  of  Rhoda  Meynell, 
for  sitting  beside  the  girl,  holding  her  hand,  and 
whispering  pretty  little  affectionate  phrases  into  her 
ear  ?  She  was  not  thmking,  and  had  no  reason  to 
think,  about  Arthur  Foley ;  she  was  thmkmg  only  of 
her  own  disappointment  (for  she  had  greatly  desired 
a  daughter-in-law  who  seemed  to  her  in  all  respects 
desirable),  and  of  the  reparation  which  she  conceived 
to  be  due  to  the  deserted  one.  For  there  was  no 
denying  that  Braunton  had  been  very  attentive  to 
Miss  Meynell,  nor  was  there  any  use  in  blinking  the 
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fact  that  he  had  during  the  past  month  been  some- 
thing more  than  attentive  to  that  beautiful,  but  not 
wholly  satisfactory,  Hamersley  girl.  The  perversity 
of  men  has  to  be  submitted  to ;  but  the  sympathy  of 
one  woman  with  another  may  be,  and  ought  to  be, 
displayed  delicately  when  a  fitting  occasion  presents 
itself.  So  Lady  Braunton  purred  over  Ehoda,  while 
Arthur  lent  an  inattentive  ear  to  the  prattle  of  Mrs. 
Latimer,  who  was  quite  unable  to  reconcile  his 
apparent  indifference  to  parochial  affairs  with  the 
commendable  zeal  he  had  displayed  in  placing  him- 
self under  Colonel  Meynell's  orders. 

'  '  It  was  rather  a  long,  dull  evening,  wasn't  it  ?' 
Arthur  said  to  his  father,  as  they  drove  away  from 
the  door. 

*Did  you  find  it  dull?'  asked  the  latter.  'Why 
was  that  ?  Ah,  yes ;  I  remember  now  that  I  saw  you 
looking  like  a  martyr  in  the  clutches  of  the  parsoness. 
Still,  taking  them  all  round,  they  are  pleasant  people 
— quite   as   pleasant   as   one   could   expect    to   meet 
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Tvith    in    any   country   neighbourhood.      Don't    you 
think  so  ?' 

There  was  a  perceptible  ring  of  anxiety  in  Mr. 
Poley's  voice,  and  he'  heaved  a  Httle  sigh  of  reHef 
when  his  son  answered  unhesitatingly  that  the  Meynells 
at  least  were  people  whom  it  might  be  accounted  a 
stroke  of  rare  good  fortmie  to  meet  with  anywhere. 

'  And  you  are  begmning  to  make  interests  for  your- 
self in  the  place,'  he  resumed.  'I  can't  see  why  a 
country  gentleman,  or  the  son  of  a  country  gentleman, 
shouldn't  make  interests  for  himself  m  the  place 
where  he  has  to  live,  and — and  be  of  use  to  his 
fellow-creatures,  and  so  forth.  Your  friend  the 
Colonel  has  been  reading  me  a  lecture.  He  chooses 
±0  assume  that  you  are  eager  to  embark  upon  some 
-career  or  other,  and  that  I  am  detaining  you  here  for 
my  own  selfish  ends.  I  assured  him  that,  so  far  as  I 
was  concerned,  you  were  absolutely  free  to  consult 
your  own  inclmations,  and  I  believe  you  are  aware 
that  such  is  the  case.' 

VOL.    I.  7 
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There  were  moments  when,  despite  all  his  admira- 
tion- for  Colonel  Meynell,  Arthur  felt  that  that 
peremptory  gentleman  was  apt  to  take  a  little  too 
much  upon  himself.  He  forgot  that,  not  so  very  long 
before,  he  had  confidQd  'to  the  Colonel  what  he  had  at 
the  time  regarded  as  a  grievance,  and  he  replied,  with 
a  shade  of  irritation  : 

'  I  don't  know  what  need  there  was  for  any  lecture 
upon  the  subject.  Naturally,  one  doesn't  wish  to  be 
idle  and  useless ;  but,  as  you  say,  it  doesn't  neces- 
sarily follow  that  one  must  be  either  the  one  or  the 
other  because  one's  home  happens  to  be  at  Brid- 
stow.' 

'  At  all  events,  there  is  nothing  to  prevent  your 
going  away  for  a  few  weeks  whenever  you  feel  thai 
you  want  a  change ;  and  I  gather  that  you  are  not 
particularly  eager  to  leave  home  just  at  present?' 

*  Not  in  the  least,'  answered  Arthur  with  consider- 
able emphasis. 

Mr.  Foley  smiled,  under  cover  of  the  darkness,  and 
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said  no  more.  Colonel  Meynell  had  made  him  un- 
easy ;  but  the  Colonel  evidently  had  not  yet  realized 
that  a  very  simple  and  effectual  cure  was  within  reach 
for  the  restlessness  from  which  an  active  j'oung  man 
was  supposed  to  be  sTiffering.* 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE    ARRIVAL    OF    THE    HAMERSLEYS. 

* 

*  I  HOPE  that  boy  isn't  becoming  a  bore  to  you,' 
Colonel  Meynell  said  compunctiously  to  his  sister  one 
evening,  after  Arthur  Foley,  who  had,  as  usual,  been 
drinking  tea  at  Moor  Cottage,  had  disappeared  down 
the  glen.  '  I  shall  be  able  to  take  him  more  off  your 
hands  soon ;  but  for  the  last  few  days  I  have  been 
obliged  to  give  up  all  my  spare  time  to  Braunton, 
who  wants  to  pull  down  a  lot  of  those  condemned 
houses  without  delay.  Of  course  they  will  have  to 
come  down,  and  I'm  glad  the  work  is  to  be  taken  in 
hand  ;  only  there  must  be  some  delay  unless  there  is 
to  be  a  good  deal  of  hardship  and  injustice.     So  I'm 
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looking  into  individual  cases  with  Braunton — which, 
fortunately,  he  doesn't  mind  my  doing — and  that 
keeps  us  both  pretty  busy  for  the  present.  Indeed,' 
added  the  Colonel,  '  if  Braunton  hadn't  been  so  busy, 
he  would  have  been  up  here  oftener ;  he  begged  me 
to  tell  you  so.' 

*I  haven't  missed  him,'  answered  Ehoda,  laughing; 
'  and  I  shouldn't  call  Mr.  Foley  either  a  boy  or  a 
bore.  I  thought  you  were  interested  in  him,  Victor. 
You  ought  to  be ;  for  he  is  very  much  interested  in 
you,  and  in  the  things  that  interest  you.' 

*  Oh,  I'm  interested  in  him  ;  I'll  try  to  find  out 
what  he  is  made  of  later  on.  Meanwhile,  it's  all 
right  that  he  should  play  cricket  with  the  lads  and 
come  up  to  you  for  his  tea  ;  he  might  be  much  worse 
employed.  I  was  only  afraid  that  you  were  getting 
rather  too  large  a  dose  of  him.' 

Ehoda  smiled,  and  answered,  *  Oh  dear  no ;  I 
like  talkinor  to  him.* 

She  did  not   pride  herself    on   her    perspicacity, 


I02  SAINT  ANN'S 

recognising  her  brother's  superiority  to  her  in  that  as 
in  everything  else ;  still,  her  brother  was,  after  all,  a 
man,  while  she  could  hardly  have  been  a  woman  if 
she  had  not  guessed  both  why  Arthur  Foley  came  to 
tea  every  day  and  why  Lord  Braunton  abstained  from 
doing  so.  It  may  have  been  also  because  she  was  a 
woman,  and  because  she  had  made  that  complete 
surrender  of  her  will  which  women  sometimes  delight 
to  make,  that  her  composure  was  so  little  disturbed 
by  either  circumstance.  If  Lord  Braunton  had 
asked  her  to  marry  him,  and  if  it  had  been  Victor's 
wish  that  she  should  accept  the  offer,  she  would 
doubtless  have  accepted  him ;  but  as  she  had  no 
warmer  feeling  for  Lord  Braunton  than  one  of  sincere 
liking  and  respect,  she  was  not  hurt  by  the  transfer  of 
allegiance  which  his  mother  and  h'e  had  so  consider- 
ately taken  care  that  she  should  divine. 

As  for  Arthur  Foley  —  but  it  was  needless 
to  consider  seriously  the  claims  of  one  who  pro- 
bably    did     not     desire     to     put     forward     serious 
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claims,  and  whom  Victor  would  almost  certainly 
scout. 

Thus,  during  several  days  of  sunny  weather  in 
succession,  Arthur  had' things  all  his  own  way,  and 
was  proportionat-ely  happy.  He  did  not  see  much, 
nor — for  reasons  which  will  be  easily  understood — 
was  he  anxious  just  then  to  see  much,  of  the  Colonel ; 
but  of  Ehoda  he  saw  a  great  deal,  and  the  more  he 
saw  of  her  the  more  certain  did  his  conviction  become 
that  henceforth  life  without  her  would  not  be  life  at 
all  for  him.  Yet  he  was  very  discreet  and  circumspect 
— or,  at  any  rate,  imagined  that  he  was  so.  Xot  for 
a  moment  did  he  flatter  himself  that  the  heart  of  a 
girl  like  Ehoda  Meynell  could  be  lightly  won  ;  for  the 
time  being  it  was  quite  enough  to  feel  satisfied,  as  he 
did,  that  her  heart  had  not  been  given  to  any  other 
man,  and  that  she  was  in  no  danger  of  breaking  it  for 
Lord  Braunton's  sake. 

So  Httle,  indeed,  did  he  now  fear  Lord  Braunton 
that  he  generously  forgave  the  latter  for  at  length 
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finding  time  to  run  over  to  Moor  Cottage  and  pay  hi& 
respects  ;  though,  to  be  sure,  it  was  a  little  provoking 
to  have  one's  daily  hour  of  bliss  spoilt  by  that  intru- 
sion. He  surrendered  his  place  at  Ehoda's  elbow  to- 
the  intruder  without  making  any  wry  faces  over  it^ 
and  presently — just  by  way  of  saying  something — 
asked : 

*  When  do  you  expect  my  cousin,  Kobert  Hamersley^ 
to  arrive  ?' 

*  Oh,  they  have  arrived,'  Lord  Braunton  answered,* 
*  they  came  down  last  night,  and  I  was  glad  to  hear 
from  Mr.  Hamersley,  whom  I  saw  for  a  few  minutes 
this  morning,  that  they  aren't  displeased  with  their 
quarters.  I  hope  you  will  soon  let  us  have'  an  oppor- 
tunity of  introducing  them  to  you  all.  Not  that 
you  ought  to  require  an  introduction  to  your  own 
relations ;  but  we  want  the  Colonel  to  know  Mr. 
Hamersley,  and — er ' 

He  glanced  half  appealingly  at  Khoda,  who,  how- 
ever, did  not  deem  it  incumbent  upon  her  to  finish 
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his  sentence  for  him,  or  to  say  that  she  looked 
forward  to  the  pleasure  of  making  Miss  Hamersley's 
acquaintance.  Having  been  favoured  by  Lady 
Braunton  ■  with  a  description  of  Miss  Hamersley ,  she 
preferred  to  talk  about  the  proposed  demolition  of 
those  tumble-down  dwellings  which  had  too  long 
given  shelter  to  the  worst  class  of  inhabitants  in 
Bridstow  ;  and  perhaps  the  change  of  subject  was  not 
wholly  unwelcome  to  her  ^dsitor.  At  all  events,  he 
had  a  great  deal  to  say  upon  it,  and  as  his  remarks 
led  to  a  discussion  about  the  housing  of  the  poor  and 
sanitary  reform,  which  seemed  likely  to  last  for  a 
considerable  length  of  time,  Arthur  ended  by  makmg 
the  best  of  a  bad  job  and  taking  himself  off.  It  was 
a  spoilt  evening :  but  there  was  no  help  for  it, 
and  to-morrow  evening  was  only  twenty-four  hours 
distant. 

Twenty-four  hours  is  a  long  or  a  short  interval  of 
time,  according  to  circumstances.  Looking  back 
afterwards  upon  the  twenty-four  hours  which  ensued, 
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it  seemed  to  Arthur  Foley  that  they  had  been  as 
eventful  as  any  average  year  in  a  man's  life  is  likely 
to  be,  although  he  certainly  did  not  think  so  on  their 
expiration,  and  although,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  they 
witnessed  no  more  startling  occurrence  than  his  first 
introduction  to  a  couple  of  relatives  upon  whom  he 
had  felt  rather  curious  to  set  eyes.  It  is  true  that  he 
was  momentarily  startled  when,  on  reaching  home, 
he  was  informed  that  Mr.  Hamersley  was  in  the 
library  with  his  father.  He  had  taken  it  for  granted 
that  Mr.  Hamersley  would  wait  to  be  called  upon 
before  calling,  and  while  he  crossed  the  hall,  he 
wondered  whether  such  unconventional  haste  was  to 
be  interpreted  as  a  sign  of  amity  or  enmity.  But  the 
middle-aged  man  who  rose  as  he  entered  the  room, 
holding  out  a  large,  powerful,  sunburnt  hand  to 
him,  allayed  his  nascent  misgivings  at  once. 

'  Your  father  and  I  have  been  having  a  long  chat,' 
Mr.  Hamersley  said.  '  I  ought  to  have  gone  away  at 
least  half  an  hour  ago,   but  I  waited  on  upon   the 
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chance  of  seeing  you.  Besides,  being  back  again  in 
the  old  place  after  so  many  years  gave  us  a  hundred 
things  to  talk  about,  and  one  grows  garrulous  m  one's 
old  age,  I  find.' 

He  had  a  singularly  pleasant,  low-pitched  voice. 
Garrulous  he  might,  perhaps,  be;  but,  judging  by 
his  appearance,  he  was  assuredly  not  entitled  to  plead 
old  age  as  an  excuse  for  garrulity.  His  beard  and 
moustache  were,  mdeed,  almost  gray ;  but  his  thick 
black  hau'  showed  only  a  few  streaks  of  silver  ;  his 
thick-set,  muscular  figure  was  that  of  a  man  in  the 
prime  of  life,  and  his  eyes,  of  a  pale,  indeterminate 
hue,  were  as  clear  and  keen  as  a  hawk's.  Arthur 
looked  at  him  with  astonishment,  thinking  to  himself, 
*  Yet  he  must  be  sixty,  or  not  far  ofl'  it.  And,  by 
George,  I'd  rather  keej}  friends  with  him  than  fight 
him,  though  I  suppose  I'm  about  a  head*  taller  than 
he  is  !' 

He  cDuld  not  help  smiling,  and  Eobert  Hamersley, 
who   was   quick   at   reading   other    men's   thoughts, 


io8  SAINT  ANN'S 

gmiled  back — not  ill  pleased,  it  may  be,  with  that 
unspoken  tribute  of  admiration — while  Mr.  Foley 
interposed,  with  somewhat  perfunctory  politeness  : 

'  I  am  sure,  my  dear  Eobert,  you  need  not  apologize 
for  the  length  of  your  visit.  On  the  contrary,  I  take 
it  as  a  great  kindness  on  your  part  to  have  waived 
ceremony  in  this  way,  and,  as  I  was  telling  you  just 
now,  I  should,  of  course,  have  gone  down  to  Bridstow 
to  make  you — er — welcome,  had  I  been  aware  of  your 
arrival.' 

'  Oh,  I  have  knocked  about  the  world  too  long  to  be 
a  stickler  for  ceremony,  except  when  dealing  with 
savages,'  returned  Mr.  Hamersley,  still  smiling. 
'  Civilized  men  can  afford  to  save  time  by  dispensing 
with  etiquette.' 

He  resumed  his  seat,  and  began  to  ask  Arthur 
about  the  trout-fishing.  He  remembered  having 
some  capital  days'  sport  up  the  stream  long  ago,  he 
said,  and  he  had  not  omitted  to  bring  his  rods  with 
him.     The  young  man,  a  little  vexed  by  his  father's 
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manifest  lack  of  cordiality,  endeavoured  to  make 
amends  for  it,  gave  such  information  as  he  had  it  in 
his  power  to  give,  and  mentioned  the  existence  of  the 
otter  hounds, 

'  Though  I'm  afraid  you'll  thmk  that  sort  of  thing 
rather  poor  fun,  unless  you  have  better  luck  than  I 
had  the  only  time  I  went  out  with  them,'  he  added. 

But  Mr.  Hamersley,  it  appeared,  was  a  true  sports- 
man, inasmuch  as  he  thought  no  form  of  sport  poor 
fun,  and  did  not  expect  to  be  mvariably  rewarded  for 
his  exertions  by  a  kill.  He  seemed  in  his  time  to 
have  killed  every  variety  of  wild  animal  that  is  to  be 
found  in  the  mountams,  forests,  or  jungles  of  two 
hemispheres ;  he  spoke  as  though  the  pursuit  of  game 
had  been  his  chief  mcentive  to  undertake  those 
journeys  whereby  he  had  earned  renown,  and  related 
a  few  thrilling  experiences  of  his  m  a  quiet,  matter-of- 
fact  way  which  delighted  his  juvenile  auditor.  He 
was,  in  truth,  the  sort  of  person  with  whom  a  juvenile 
sportsman  might  very  naturally  feel  delighted;  and 
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surely  there  was  nothing  sinister  about  the  expression 
of  his  broad,  open,  and  somewhat  commonplace 
countenance !  What  if  he  had  been  involved  in  a 
scandal  ages  ago?  He  had  been  pretty  severely 
punished  for  his  share  in  it  at  all  events,  and  the 
least  that  the  man  who  had  profited  by  his  punish- 
ment could  do  was  to  accept  the  olive-branch  which 
he  evidently  desired  to  extend. 

Mr.  Foley  may  have  thought  otherwise;  Mr.  Foley 
may  not  have  considered  Kobert  Hamersley's 
countenance  a  commonplace  one  (which,  indeed,  it 
would  not  have  appeared,  but  for  the  heavy  moustache 
that  concealed  his  mouth),  and  may  have  suspected 
that  an  olive-branch,  held  out  after  so  long  a  lapse  of 
years,  was  rather  a  semblance  than  a  reality  In 
any  case  he  remained  coldly  and  laboriously  civil;  so 
that,  after  he  had  conducted  his  cousin  to  the  door, 
Arthur  felt  bound  to  pick  up  his  hat  and  stroll  down 
the  drive  with  their  visitor,  by  way  of  removing  the 
taste  of  that  formal  leave-taking. 
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*  Is  it  too  late  for  3'ou  to  walk  down  to  Bridstow  and 
be  presented  to  my  daughter  ?'  asked  Mr.  Hamersley, 
who  had  e\ddently  taken  a  likmg  for  Arthur,  and  who, 
if  he  had  noticed  the  chillmess  of  his  elder  cousin's 
manner,  seemed  good-humouredly  resolved  to  ignore 
such  trifles.  They  had  passed  beyond  the  limits  of 
Mr.  Foley's  domam  by  the  time  that  he  offered  this 
suggestion,  and  he  mterrupted  a  very  graphic  de- 
scription of  an  encounter  with  a  wounded  lioness  in 
order  to  make  it. 

*  Oh  no,  not  a  bit  too  late  for  me ;  I  should  like 
very  much,  thanks,'  answered  Arthur  hastily.  'Well, 
and  did  you  manage  to  despatch  her,  after  all  ?' 

'  I  shouldn't  have  been  here  to  tell  the  tale  unless 
she  had  been  despatched,'  replied  Mr.  Hamers  ey 
with  a  smile ;  '  but  I  wasn't  in  a  position  to  kill  her 
myself.  Luckily  my  men  displayed  unusual  courage 
in  sticking  by  me.  Between  them  they  broke  her 
spine  before  she  had  time  to  give  me  the  coup  de 
grace.     The  fact  is  that  I  had   had  to  shoot  one  of 
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them  for  cowardice  the  day  before,  and  the  impression 
was  still  fresh  upon  their  minds.' 

He  spoke  of  having  shot  a  human  being  as  calmly, 
and  with  as  little  compunction,  as  one  might  mention 
having  thrashed  a  refractory  hound.  Arthur  recol- 
lected that  subsequently,  though  he  could  not  recollect 
to  have  been  much  shocked  at  the  time.  Everybody 
knows  that  it  is  sometimes  justifiable  and  necessary 
to  put  human  beings  to  death,  and  Eobert  Hamersley's 
eager  listener  was  for  the  moment  much  more 
desirous  of  hearing  further  lion  and  tiger  stories  than 
of  moralizing,  or  even  of  being  introduced  to  the 
young  lady  of  whose  beauty  Lord  and  Lady  Braunton 
had  given  such  glowing  accounts. 

Nevertheless,  Arthur  was  fairly  taken  aback,  and 
had  some  ado  to  repress  an  admiring  ejaculation 
when  the  introduction  was  effected.  Lola^  Hamers- 
ley's beauty  was  so  striking,  so  brilliant,  so  insolent — 
if  such  an  adjective  be  permissible — in  its  character 
that  it  took  people's  breath  away,  and  only  after  they 
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had  grown  a  little  accustomed  to  seeing  her  could 
they  begin  to  criticise.  Even  then  they  could  not 
find  much  fault  with  her  short,  straight  nose,  her 
perfectly-formed,  if  rather  full,  lips,  her  magnificent 
velvety-brown  eyes,  or  her  clear  olive  complexion ; 
but  there  were  some  who  said  that,  for  all  her 
loveliness,  she  wasn't  quite  theh  style,  while  others 
detected,  or  affirmed  that  they  detected,  a  certain 
underlying  suggestion  of  sensuous  selfishness,  and 
even  of  possible  savagery,  in  her  habitual  expres- 
sion. Her  father,  it  has  been  mentioned,  did  not 
look  like  a  cruel  man  (though  he  had  done  a  good 
many  cruel  things).  Lola,  who  had  as  yet  murdered 
nobody,  and  was  perhaps  not  much  more  selfish 
than  the  mass  of  her  neighbours,  certainly  bore 
the  appearance  of  being  a  young  lady  whom  it  would 
be  a  somewhat  hazardous  experiment  for  the  average 
Englishman  to  take  to  wife. 

Such  was  the  view  which  Arthur  Foley  saw  reason 
to  adoi)t  later  on  ;  his  first  interview  with  her,  which 
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was  a  brief  one,  left  scarcely  any  other  impression 
upon  his  mind  than  one  of  unqualified  admiration. 
At  the  moment  when  Mr.  Hamersley  and  he  entered 
the  rather  scantily  furnished  sitting-room  which  had 
been  engaged  for  the  strangers,  with  its  three  windows 
facing  the  bathing-machines  and  the  sea.  Lord  Braun- 
ton  was  in  the  act  of  leaving  it.     His  lordship,  who 
must  have  hurried  down  from  Moor  Cottage,  looked  a 
trifle  disconcerted  at  being  caught,   and   thought  it 
necessary  to  explain,  for  Arthur's  benefit,  that  he  had 
just  looked  in,  on  his  way  home,  to  ask  whether  he 
could  do  anything  to  make  his  friends  more  comfort- 
able ;  but  Arthur,  who  was  staring  in  innocent  and 
undisguised  amazement  at  the  great  brown  eyes  of  the 
tall  lady  in  the  gorgeous  tea-gown,  heard  not  a  word 
of    his   half-excuses.      Presently  he   was  gone;  Mr. 
Hamersley,  having  picked  up  some  letters  from  the 
table,  had  retired  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  ta 
peruse  them,  and  Miss  Lola  was  saying,  in  a  full, 
rich  voice,  which  had  a  suspicion  of  American  accent 
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and   something  more   than  a  suspicion  of   mockery 
in  it: 

'  So  you  are  the  good  young  cousin  !  Come  and  sit 
down,  and  tell  me  what  it  feels  like  to  be  a  good  young 
man.  I  have  read  of  good  young  men;  but  I  don't 
know  that  I  ever  met  one  before.  Lord  Braunton,  of 
course — but  it  seems  to  be  agreed  on  all  hands  that 
he  isn't  to  be  called  young.' 

*  Is  it  agreed  upon  all  hands  that  I  am  to  be  called 
good  ?'  inquired  Arthur.  '  I'm  much  obliged  to  all 
hands  if  it  is;  but  I  can't  imagine  why  it  should 
be.' 

'  Don't  you  like  to  be  called  good  ?'  she  returned, 
yawning.  '  Well,  you're  good-natured,  anyhow,  or 
you  would  have  got  red  in  the  face  and  tried  to  snub 
me.  But  it's  a  fact,  isn't  it?  that  you  and  that 
Colonel  Meynell,  about  whom  Lord  Braunton  is 
always  talking,  are  struggling  to  evangelize  the  neigh- 
bourhood ?' 

*  Oh,  I'm   not  competent  to  evangelize  anybody,' 
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Arthur  declared ;  '  but  Colonel  Meynell,  who  is  one  of 
the  very  best  fellows  that  ever  breathed,  lets  me  help 
him  a  little  in  the  way  of  providing  healthy  exercise 
for  the  shop-assistants  and  people  of  that  class.  I 
assure  you  I'm  not  a  bit  ashamed  of  it,'  he  added, 
with  a  touch  of  defiance. 

Miss  Hamersley  did  not  respond  to  the  challenge. 
She  had  sunk  into  a  chair  beside  the  open  window, 
and  was  gazing  absently  out  to  sea ;  to  all  appearance 
she  had  become  oblivious  of  the  existence  of  her 
visitor.  After  a  minute  or  two,  however,  she  turned 
her  head  suddenly  towards  him,  fixed  her  languid  eyes 
on  his,  and  said  interrogatively  : 

'  Colonel  Meynell  has  a  sister,  I  believe  ?  A  pretty 
sister  ?' 

'  Very  pretty  and  very  nice  in  every  way,'  answered 
Arthur  bravely  ;  but  he  felt  that  his  colour  was  rising, 
and  surely  it  was.  rather  unmerciful  of  Miss  Hamers- 
ley to  continue  her  cool  scrutiny  of  him. 

'  Ah !'  she  said  at  length,  with  a  quiet  smile. 
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With  that  significant  ejaculation  on  her  part  their 
colloquy  came   to  an  end ;  for  now  Mr.  Hamersley 
joined  the  pair,  and  nothing  more  was  said  that  was 
worth  remembering  or  repeating.     Ai'thur  could  not 
stay  long,  it  being  high  time  for  him  to  hasten  home 
and  dress  for  dinner ;  but  he  promised  to  return  soon, 
and  gave  that  promise  with  alacrity.      Of  his  newly- 
found  kinsfolk  he  decidedly  preferred  the  father  to  the 
daughter  ;  yet  he  had  so  far  fallen  under  the  spell  of 
Lola's  beauty  that  he  felt  no  resentment  against  her 
for  what  he  called  her  '  little  airs.'     With  such  a  face 
as  that  she  was  entitled  to  give  herself  ah's  and  to  sneer 
at  good  young  men,  and  ev^n  to  yawn  under  their 
noses,  if  it  so  pleased  her.   It  was  easy  to  believe  that  a 
good  young  man  might  consent  to  become  a  bad  young 
man  for  the  sake  of  pleasuag  her ;  but  it  did  not  seem 
at  all  likely  that  Lord  Braunton's  moral  equihbrium 
would  be  upset  by  her  sneers  or  her  yawns,  and  those 
manifestations  were  more  Lord  Braunton's  concern 
than  anybody  else's.     A  disinterested  bystander  migHt 


*    Ii8  •  SAINT  ANN'S 

thank  heaven  for  a  pretty  cousin— perhaps  also  re- 
turning thanks  in  that  it  was  his  good  fortune  to  be 
already  supplied  with  quite  another  ideal  of  perfect 
womanhood. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 

Lola's  conquest. 

Lord  Beaunton,  who  was  no  fool,  knew  as  well  as 
anybody,  and  a  good  deal  better  than  some  people, 
that  in  courting  Lola  Hamersley  he  was  courting 
peril — not  to  say  possible  calamity.  Being  accus- 
tomed to  studying  his  fellow-mortals,  and  much 
interested  in  that  study,  he  was  a  fairly  good  judge 
of  character ;  so  that  he  could  hardly  cherish  any 
illusion  respecting  a  lady  who  never  took  the  trouble 
to  disguise  either  her  tastes  or  her  sentiments. 
"Worse  than  she  was  wont  to  make  herself  out  Miss 
Hamersley  might  be :  there  was  very  little  ground  for 
hope  that  she  could  be  any  better.     Taking  her  at 
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what  appeared  to  be  her  own  valuation,  she  was  indo- 
lent, self-indulgent,  imperfectly  educated,  and  not  in 
the  least  desirous  of  adding  to  her  small  stock  of 
general  information.  Nominally,  she  was  a  Eoman 
Catholic,  because  her  mother  had  belonged  to  that 
communion ;  practically,  she  was  irreligious,  either 
because  her  father  professed  no  creed,  or  because  she 
did  not  herself  feel  the  need  of  one.  She  had  no  ac- 
complishments (unless  dancing  could  be  accounted 
as  such),  no  liking  for  arts  or  sciences,  no  every-day 
resources,  and,  of  course,  no  politics.  The  only  two 
things  in  the  world  that  she  hated  were  physical  pain 
and  needless  exertion ;  the  only  three  things  that 
she  really  loved  were  fine  clothes,  jewels  and  admira- 
tion. 

*  It  is  as  simple  as  that,  you  see,'  she  had  smilingly 
told  Lord  Braunton  in  the  early  days  of  their  ac- 
quaintanceship, responding  almost  precisely  as  above 
to  certain  persistent  interrogatories  of  his,  and  lazily 
enjoying  the  bewilderment  of  one  to  whom  life  was 
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full  of  the  most  urgent  and  important  interests  and 
problems. 

At  the  time  he  had  not  believed  her;  but  subse- 
quently he  had  come  to  thmk  that  perhaps  it  really 
was  as  simple  as  that.  She  was  a  beautiful  creature. 
In  his  determination  to  be  quite  honest  with  himself 
he  would  have  said  a  beautiful  animal,  had  the 
passion  with  which  she  had  mspired  him  permitted 
him  to  use  such  insultmg  language ;  and  that  was  all. 
Well,  if  that  was  all,  it  was,  at  least,  negative,  which 
was  better  than  being  forced  to  recognise  positive 
vices  or  failings.  A  sorry  consolation,  no  doubt,  for 
a  man  hke  Lord  Braunton,  who  was  tremendously  in 
earnest,  who  was  aware  of  his  responsibilities,  who 
had  ideas  and  schemes  which  he  meant  to  spend  his 
life  in  carrying  out,  and  who,  like  other  earnest  and 
hard-working  persons,  sometimes  stood  in  need  of 
sympathy  and  encouragement ;  but  what  is  to  be 
done  when  you  have  fallen  madly  in  love  with  a 
woman  utterly  unsuited  to  you  ?     Under  such  deplor- 
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able  circumstances  any  consolation  must  be  made  to 
do,  in  default  of  a  better.  Lord  Braiinton  was  clear- 
headed— both  his  political  opponents  and  his  political 
allies  accused  him  of  being  likewise  pig-headed — he 
had  looked  things  in  the  face,  had  tried  to  cure  him- 
self of  what  he  admitted  to  be  an  infatuation,  had 
failed,  and  was  now  resolved  to  make  Lola  Hamersley 
his  wife,  if  only  he  could  win  her  consent. 

Whether  her  consent  would  ever  be  won  or  not  he 
was  altogether  uncertain.  Sometimes  he  hoped,  and 
sometimes  his  heart  misgave  him.  At  all  events,  he 
had  persuaded  her  and  her  father  to  establish  them- 
selves for  several  months  at  Bridstow,  which  seemed 
promising.  Then,  too,  he  had  noticed  that,  although 
she  confessed  to  a  love  of  admiration,  and  although 
she  had  attracted  hosts  of  admirers  in  London,  she 
never  manifested  any  special  predilection  for  one  of 
them  rather  than  another,  unless  it  might  be  for  him- 
self. This  surprised  and  comforted  him  ;  for  his 
looking-glass  told  him   that,  so  far  as  appearance 
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went,  he  could  not  hope  to  compete  with  any  chance 
of  success  against  handsome  and  well-dressed  young 
men  ;  consequently,  if  Lola  actually  had  a  preference 
for  him,  she  must,  consciously  or  miconsciously,  have 
a  soul  above  dress  and  looks.  Oddly  enough,  it  did 
not  occur  to  him  to  think  of  his  title  or  his  money  in 
connection  with  the  subject.  Personally,  he  attached 
no  importance  at  all  to  the  former  of  these  fortuitous 
adjuncts,  and  very  little  to  the  latter ;  and  so  he  took 
no  account  of  an  unflattering  explanation  which 
would  have  been  the  first  to  suggest  itself  to  the 
ordinary  intelligence. 

His  mother,  naturally,  was  less  obtuse ;  but  at  the 
same  time  she  blamed  neither  Mr.  Hamersley  nor  the 
girl  for  coveting  an  alliance  so  eminently  desirable. 
She  herself,  to  be  sure,  did  not  covet  an  alliance  with 
a  Eoman  Catholic,  whose  mother  might  have  been, 
and  very  likely  had  been,  an  unpresentable  person ; 
she  herself  would  infinitely  have  preferred  a  quiet, 
well-bred  English   girl,   like  Khoda   Meynell.      But 
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Braunton  was  so  eccentric  and  unmanageable  !  He 
was  quite  capable  of  living  and  dying  a  bachelor ; 
there  never  was  the  slightest  use  in  opposing  him, 
whereas  there  might  possibly  be  some  use  in  cheer- 
fully granting  him  all  the  rope  that  he  asked  for  on 
the  present  occasion. 

'  The  more  he  sees  of  her  the  less  he  will  like  her,' 
Lady  Braunton  reflected  ;  *  though  there  isn't  really 
much  to  dislike  in  her,  and,  if  the  worst  comes  to  the 
worst,  she  will  always  look  and  act  her  part  creditably 
enough — that's  one  comfort.' 

So,  on  the  day  succeeding  that  of  Mr.  and  Miss 
Hamersley's  advent,  this  amiable  and  astute  lady 
tripped  into  her  son's  study  to  ask  whether  there  was 
anybody  in  particular  whom  he  would  like  invited  to 
meet  them. 

'  They  will  dine  here  to-night,  of  course,'  she  said, 
'  and  Helen  Hinton  and  her  daughter  are  coming 
to  us  to-day,  you  know.  I  thought  of  sending  an 
appeal  to  the  Foleys,  pere  et  Jils,  so  as  to  make  an 
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even  number.  And  the  Mejnells — shall  we  have  the 
Meynells  ?' 

*  I  think,  perhaps,  we  won't  have  the  Meynells  this 
time,  mother/  answered  Lord  Braunton,  looking  up  a 
trifle  shamefacedly  from  the  papers  upon  which  he 
was  engaged.  '  Not  that  I  shouldn't  be  delighted  to 
see  them  ;  but — well,  they  were  here  only  the  other 
day.' 

'  Oh  yes,  I  remember  that ;  but  I  didn't  like  to 
leave  them  out  without  consulting  you,  because  you 
used  to  be  so  very  much  annoyed  last  year  if  I  ever 
chanced  to  omit  them  from  the  smallest  entertain- 
ment'.' 

Lady  Braunton  derived  some  satisfaction  from  the 
delivery  of  that  little  thrust,  and  was  not  sorry  to  see 
by  her  son's  face  that  he  felt  ashamed  of  himself. 
Indeed  he  could  not  but  be  aware  that  he  had  behaved 
rather  badly  to  Ehoda  Me^Tiell.  It  was  not  that  he 
had  exactly  made  love  to  her,  nor,  of  coiu'se,  had  he 
the  vanity  to  imagine  that  she  had  lost  her  heart  to 
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him  ;  but  he  certainly  had  at  one  time  contemplated 
asking  her  to  marry  him,  and  he  supposed  that  she 
was  not  ignorant  either  of  his  former  intention  or  of 
his  present  change  of  purpose.  He  could  not  assume 
that  she  was  in  any  way  disappointed  (although  most 
likely  she  would  have  accepted  him,  because  her 
brother  would  have  approved  of  the  match),  but  it 
might,  without  vanity  or  affectation,  be  assumed  that 
no  daughter  of  Eve  likes  to  be  jilted.  Therefore 
Lord  Braunton  doubted  whether  a  little  dinner-party 
of  which  Miss  Meynell  and  Miss  Hamersley  should 
form  two  constituent  units  would  prove  a  very  bright 
success,  and  he  was  relieved  when  his  mother  left  the 
room,  saying  that  she  would  send  a  note  over  to  St. 
Ann's  forthwith. 

But  it  is  a  hard  matter  even  in  London,  and  a 
still  harder  one  in  the  country,  to  arrange  such  a 
little  dinner  as  shall  be  satisfactory  to  all  the  invited 
guests,  and  on  the  present  occasion  Lord  Braunton' s 
contentment  was  far  from  being  shared   by  Arthur 
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Foley,  who,  without  any  warrant  for  so  doing,  had 
fully  expected  to  meet  the  only  lady  in  the  neighbour- 
hood whom  he  really  wanted  to  meet.  His  counte- 
nance fell  perceptibly  when  he  and  his  father,  arriving 
rather  late,  were  ushered  into  the  presence  of  four 
ladies,  of  whom  ^liss  Meynell  was  not  one;  yet -he 
did  not  at  once  abandon  all  hope,  and  it  was  only 
when  he  was  requested  to  give  his  arm  to  Miss 
Hinton,  a  round-faced  young  woman  with  a  very  low 
dress,  and  a  coiffure  somewhat  resembling  that  of  a 
Zulu  warrior,  that  he  inwardly  and  imgallantly 
ejaculated,  '"WTiat  a  horrid  sell !' 

Well,  at  any  rate,  he  was  not  required  to  exert 
himself  much  for  the  entertainment  of  his  com- 
panion ;  for  soon  after  she  had  seated  herself  at  the 
round  table,  and  had  ascertained  that  he  knew  none 
of  the  smart  people  whom  a  yoimg  man,  in  order  to 
be  at  all  worth  talking  to,  ought  to  know,  she  turned 
her  plump  white  shoulder  towards  him  and  bestowed 
the  favour  of  her  conversation  upon  Mr.  Hamersley, 
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who  occupied  the  chair  on  her  right.  Robert 
Hamersley,  if  not  a  young  man,  was  at  least  a 
celebrity;  added  to  which,  he  was  fresh  from  the 
fashionable  circles  that  Miss  Hinton's  soul  loved, 
and  conversant  with  ail  the  latest  scraps  of  intelli- 
gence current  therein. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  not  about  the  enormous  sum 
which  Lord  A.  was  reported  to  have  dropped  at  Ascot, 
nor  about  the  true  explanation  of  Lady  B.'s  abrupt 
departure  for  Scotland,  nor  about  that  odd  story 
which  was  being  circulated  respecting  a  Hebrew 
financier  and  an  exalted  personage  that  the  great 
explorer  saw  fit  to  talk.  He  had  a  few  words  to  say 
upon  these  matters  when  questioned  ;  but  he  speedily 
shifted  the  subject  to  one  which  was  more  properly 
his  own,  and  so  admirable  a  talker  was  he  that  before 
the  fish  had  been  handed  round  he  had  the  whole  of 
the  small  party  for  his  audience.  Perhaps  he  prided 
himself  a  little  more  upon  that  power  of  his  to  attract 
and  retain  the  general  attention  which  he  had  exer- 
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cised  in  the  presence  of  far  larger  assemblages  during 
his   brief   leonine   career ;    perhaps   he   was   shrewd 
enough    to   have   discovered    that    what   makes   the 
majority  of  lions  such  terrible  bores  is  then  modest, 
but  sadly  mistaken,  reluctance  to  dwell  upon  then- 
personal    adventures.      But   more    probably   it    was 
because  fashionable  folks  interested  him  very  little, 
and  because  adventure  interested  him  very  much,  that 
he  began  to  relate,  in  his  low,  clear  voice,  wondrous 
tales  of  the  vast  Brazilian  forests,  of  the  wild  Cor- 
dilleras, and  of  that  terrible  Australian  desert  from 
which  he  had  barely  escaped  with  his  life  a  few  years 
before.      For   the   rest,    if    he   was   not    obtrusively 
modest,  he  was  not  in  the  least  boastful,  nor  could 
anyone,  listening  to  him,  doubt  that  he  was  telling 
the   truth,   without   embellishment   or   exaggeration. 
That  he  was  a   man  of   extraordinary  courage  and 
determination  was  so  well  known  to  the  world  that  it 
was  needless  either  to  thrust  that  fact  forward  or  to 
affect  reticence   with   regard   to   it ;    but   there   was 
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another  and  a  less  creditable  characteristic  of  his 
which  incidentally  came  out  again  and  again  in  the 
course  of  his  narrative,  and  which  in  the  long  run 
made  itself  apparent  not  to  Mr.  Foley  alone.  Lady 
Braunton  could  not  repress  a  little  deprecating  cry 
of  horror  when  he  calmly  told  how,  on  one  occasion, 
he  had  left  three  of  his  companions  to  die  of  hunger, 
after  a  struggle  for  their  remaining  small  stock  of 
provisions  which  had  ended  in  his  favour  only  by 
reason  of  his  superior  strength  and  their  exhaustion. 

'  You  think  that  very  shocking  and  unfeeling  ?'  said 
he,  with  a  smile.  '  But  is  not  that  only  because  such 
situations  are  unusual?  We  are  not  called  upon 
every  day  to  decide  whether  we  will  sacrifice  our  own 
lives  or  those  of  other  people ;  but  almost  every  day 
we  consult  our  own  interests  at  the  expense  of  some- 
body else's.  Nobody  thinks  of  blaming  us  for  doing 
so ;  when  the  question  is  one  of  nations,  not  of 
individuals,  we  are  even  praised,  and  called  patriotic 
for  doing  so.' 
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'  Only  a  statesman  who  acts  for  the  nation  is  acting 
on  behalf  of  the  others,'  Mr.  Foley  remarked. 

'Well,  he  can  say  nos,  instead  of  ego,  if  it  is  a 
•comfort  to  him  to  substitute  one  word  for  another. 
The  principle  of  self-preservation  rules  the  world,  and 
although,  supposing  that  you  and  I  were  tossing  about 
in  an  open  boat  together  out  on  the  Pacific  Ocean, 
without  food  and  no  sail  in  sight,  it  would  distress 
me  beyond  measure  to  kill  and  eat  you,  I  have  no 
doubt  that  I  should  do  it,  rather  than  be  killed  and 
eaten  by  you.  And  I  have  every  reason  to  believe 
that  such  would  be  my  fate  were  I  to  leave  matters  in 
your  hands,  instead  of  taking  the  initiative.' 

Was  there  a  covert  allusion  to  bygone  experiences 
in  the  above  good-humoured,  half-ironical  hypothesis? 
Mr.  Foley,  no  doubt,  detected  one ;  for  a  faint  tinge 
of  colour  rose  slowly  to  his  cheek-bones,  and  he  fell 
back  in  his  chair,  without  making  any  rejoinder. 

The  brief  interval  of  silence  which  followed  was 
Jbroken  by  Lady  Braunton's  cousin,  Mrs.  Hinton,  ii 
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stout,  motherly-looking  old  lady,  who  asked :  *  And 
what  becomes  of  your  daughter  when  you  are  exposing 
yourself  to  all  these  horrible  dangers  in  uninhabited 
regions  of  the  earth,  Mr.  Hamersley  ?' 

*  Ah,'  he  answered,  shaking  his  head  rather  regret- 
fully, 'there  are  no  more  horrible  dangers  nor  any 
more  uninhabited  regions  for  me  nowadays.  I'm  not 
as  young  as  I  was,  and  Lola  is  a  good  deal  older  than 
she  was  when  she  was  left  at  a  boarding-school  m 
Paris,  or  with  her  mother's  people  at  Eio.  La  parole 
est  aux  jeunes :  I'm  the  humble  servant  where  I  used 
to  be  the  lord  and  master,  and  I  don't  suppose  I 
should  be  allowed  to  set  out  on  a  fresh  enterprise,, 
even  if  I  had  the  necessary  activity  and  energy.' 

*Well,  of  course,  your  daughter  will  marry  soon,' 
Mrs.  Hinton  began ;  and  then,  somewhat  maladroitly 
(for,  indeed,  the  probability  that  Miss  Hamersley  would 
not  long  remain  a  spinster  was  an  innocent  suggestion 
enough),  checked  herself. 

A  shade  of  embarrassment  was  visible  upon  every 
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countenance,  save  that  of  the  young  lady  alluded  to, 
who  contmued  to  manipulate  her  fan  with  unruffled 
composure.  She  was  seated  on  her  host's  left,  and 
presently  she  whispered  something  to  him  which 
neither  Arthm'  nor  Mrs.  Hinton  caught,  but  which 
caused  the  latter  to  survey  the  couple  through  her 
eyeglasses  with  an  anxious  frown.  It  is  not  unlikely 
that  Mrs.  Hinton,  in  common  with  the  rest  of  Lord 
Braunton's  relatives,  was  afraid  the  head  of  the 
family  might  be  going  to  make  a  very  great  fool  of 
himself. 

However  that  might  be,  it  seemed  to  be  an  actual 
fact — and  a  most  astonishing  fact  it  appeared  to 
Arthur — that  one  who  had  abundantly  established 
his  claim  to  rank  as  a  ruler  of  men  was  himself  ruled 
by  an  mdolent,  and  surely  not  a  very  formidable 
girl. 

After  dinner  was  over,  Mr.  Hamersley  proved 
the  truth  of  the  assertion  which  he  had  previously 
made,  by  admitting  to  his  young  cousin  that  he  was 


134  SAINT  ANN'S 

only  at  Bridstow  because  Lola  had  decided  upon  that. 
spot  for  then'  summer  residence. 

*  For  many  reasons,'  he  said,  '  I  should  personally 
have  preferred  some  other  place ;  but  at  my  time  of 
life  one  isn't  hard  to  please,  and,  as  I  am  writing 
another  book,  I  shall  not  want  for  occupation.  The 
only  question  is  whether  she  herself  won't  find 
existence  in  these  parts  a  duller  business  than  she 
anticipates.  With  the  sea  and  a  trout-stream  close 
at  hand,  a  man  can  always  discover  some  amusement 
for  himself ;  but  how  about  the  amusements  that 
young  ladies  require  ?' 

*  Well,  there  are  young  ladies  who  manage  to  get 
along  quite  contentedly  in  this  neighbourhood,  you 
know,'  Arthur  observed. 

*  There  is  Miss  Meynell,  I  am  told.  Very  good  and 
very  charming,  no  doubt ;  but  perhaps  not  quite  in 
Lola's  style.  By  the  way,  I  should  like  to  meet 
Colonel  Meynell ;  from  what  Braunton  has  told  me, 
I  should  think  he  must  be  a  fine  fellow.     Perhaps. 
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you'll  introduce  me  to  him  when  you  get  a 
chance.' 

'I  shall  be  only  too  delighted,'  Arthur  declared. 
But  he  ^vas  not  sure  that  the  Colonel  would  be  quite 
in  his  cousin's  style ;  and  most  likely  his  doubts  were 
painted  upon  his  features,  for  Mr.  Hamersley  laughed 
and  said : 

'  Oh,  I'll  promise  not  to  hurt  your  friend's  feelings. 
Heathen  as  I  am,  I  have  a  smcere  respect  for  practical 
Christianity.  Christianity  exercises  a  civilizing  in- 
fluence, and,  for  the  present,  at  all  events,  it  is 
absolutely  indispensable.  I  am  so  convinced  of  that 
that  I  have  always  been  careful  to  refram  from 
breathing  a  word  against  the  missionaries,  though  I 
have  come  across  a  fan'  sprinkling  of  missionaries 
who  were  not  entitled  to  anybody's  respect.  By  all 
accounts.  Colonel  MevTiell  is  a  sportsman,  too,  which 
shows  that  there  can't  be  much  amiss  with  him.' 

Now,  if  Arthur  was  sorry  to  hear  his  cousm  describe 
himself  so  coolly  as  a  heathen,  he  could  not  quarrel 
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with  sentiments  which  appeared  to  him  to  be  expressed 
after  a  very  honest  and  manly  fashion ;  and  as  for 
that  story  about  fighting  for  food  with  starving  men 
and  then  leaving  them  to  their  fate — well,  it  certainly 
was  not  a  pretty  story ;  but,  then,  as  Mr.  Hamersley 
had  observed,  such  terrible  dilemmas  do  not  present 
themselves  every  day,  and  until  one  has  been  placed 
in  a  similar  predicament  one  can  hardly  tell  what 
one's  own  conduct  would  have  been.  Moreover,  there 
was  no  reason  at  all  why  the  survivor  should  not  have 
held  his  tongue  about  the  whole  affair,  had  he  been 
so  minded. 

It  was,  therefore,  with  very  kindly  and  cousinly 
feelings  towards  the  Hamersleys,  and  not  without 
hopes  of  eventually  establishing  a  cordial  understand- 
ing between  them  and  his  friends  at  Moor  Cottage, 
that  Arthur  betook  himself  to  the  drawing-room, 
where  Lola,  who  was  lounging  upon  a  sofa  some  little 
distance  apart  from  the  other  ladies,  at  once  signalled 
to  him  to  approach  her. 
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'  I  trust,'  said  she,  when  she  had  dra^yn  away  her 
dress,  so  as  to  make  room  for  him  upon  the  sofa, 
'  that  my  father  has  not  been  committing  any  more 
indiscretions  since  we  left  you.  To  relate  such  hor- 
rors to  a  party  of  sober,  respectable  English  people — 
it  was  unheard  of !  But  sometimes  he  can't  resist 
playing  the  enfa)it  terrible.  He  knew  how  easy  it 
would  be  to  shock  you  all,  and  the  temptation  was  too 
much  for  him.' 

'  I  don't  think  we  are  so  very  easily  shocked,  and 
I  am  quite  sure  that  he  didn't  wish  to  shock  us,' 
answered  Arthur;  for,  mdeed,  the  young  lady's  super- 
cilious tone  was  a  little  irritating. 

'  Oh,  if  you  are  quite  sure,  there  is  no  more  to  be 
said  ;  you  know  him,  of  course,  so  much  better  than 
I  do.  During  your  absence,'  she  went  on  presently, 
'  I  have  been  hearmg  a  great  deal  about  these  marvel- 
lous Meynells — especially  about  the  sister,  whom  you 
admire  so  profoundly.  I  hadn't  heard  so  much  about 
her  before,  because  my  chief  informant  has  been  Lord 
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Braimton,    who  seems  to  prefer  singing  the  praises 

of  the  brother.     Is  that  owing  to  a  guilty  conscience 

or  to  fear  of  making  me  jealous,  do  you  think  ?' 

'I'm  sure  I  don't  know,'  answered  Arthur,  rather 

curtly.       '  Why    should    you    be    jealous    of     Miss 

Meynell  ?' 

*  Why,  indeed  !     Although  I   haven't   seen   her,  I 

am  vain  enough  to  believe  that  I  should  never  have 

the  slightest  reason  to  be  jealous  of  her — or  of  any 

other  woman.' 

'  Well,  you  must  be  tolerably  vain  to  make  such  a 

boast  as  that,'  Arthur  could  not  helj)  exclaiming. 
'Not   so   very,'    returned    Lola,   keeping    up    the 

leisurely  movement  of  her  fan,  and  surveying  him 
languidly  from  beneath  her  long  eyelashes.  '  I'm 
only  vain  upon  one  point ;  and,  after  all,  that  isn't 
so  much  vanity  as  recognition  of  what  is  undeniable. 
It's  a  simple  fact  that  I  haven't  yet  met  one  solitary 
man  whom  I  couldn't  bring  to  my  feet  with  more  or 
less  ease,  if  I  chose  to  take  the  trouble.' 
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'  Do  you  know,  I  think  you  have  met  one  now,'  said 
Arthur.  For  really  she  had  mvited  this  salutary  snub^ 
and  he  felt  no  compunction  about  inflicting  it. 

She  was  not  at  all  offended  ;  she  only  opened  those 
wonderful  eyes  of  hers  a  little  more  widely,  and  dis- 
played her  white,  regular  teeth  in  a  laugh  which 
seemed  to  denote  genuine  amusement. 

'  You  really  should  not  be  so  imprudent !'  she  said. 
'  If  you  go  about  defying  people  like  that,  your  chal- 
lenge will  be  taken  up  and  you  will  be  punished  for 
your  temerity  one  of  these  fine  days.  Just  consider 
what  Lord  Braunton  is ;  a  more  cool,  steadfast,  and 
unimpressionable  being  doesn't  exist,  even  in  England. 
And  yet ' 

But  at  this  juncture  Lord  Braunton  himself  drew 
near,  casting  envious  glances  through  his  spectacles, 
at  the  corner  of  the  sofa  which  Arthur  occupied ;  so 
the  latter  good-naturedly  ceded  his  place  and  strolled 
away.  He  did  not  particularly  care  to  hear  the  end 
of  his  cousin's  unfinished  sentence,  nor  did  he  admire 
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her  taste  in  proclaiming  a  conquest  which  needed  no 
proclamation.  Still,  he  had  to  admit  that  there  was 
something  curiously  disturbing  about  her,  something 
which  might  very  well  cause  even  a  sober  sort  of  man 
to  lose  his  head,  should  she  choose  to  exert  her  latent 
powers,  and  once  more  he  felt  humbly  thankful  that 
his  own  love  for  Ehoda  Meynell  was  a  sufficient 
protection  against  all  the  wiles  of  such  enchantresses 
as  Lola  Hamersley. 


CHAPTEE  Till. 


CRUEL    SALLY    CEIBBETS. 


Of  course,  Lord  Braimton  knew  very  well  that,  sooner 
or  later,  it  would  be  necessary  to  make  the  Hamersleys 
and  Meynells  acquainted  with  one  another ;  still,  as 
he  was  not  precisely  eager  to  effect  the  introduction 
in  person,  he  was  not  sorry  to  hear  that  Arthur  Foley 
had  secured  the  busy  Colonel  for  a  day's  trout-fishing 
with  Mr.  Hamersley,  and  that  the  ladies  were  to  meet 
at  Moor  Cottage  about  tea-time.  He  himself  had  to 
attend  quarter-sessions  on  the  appointed  day ;  so  that 
he  was  compelled  to  forego  the  pleasure  of  joining  the 
party. 

Now,  it  was  not  altogether  without  trepidation  that 
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Arthur,  who  had  taken  some  pains  to  arrange  this 
-satisfactory  little  scheme,  set  out  with  his  cousin  for 
the  pool  where  Colonel  Meynell  had  agreed  to  meet 
them;    for  the  Colonel  (who,  it  appeared,  knew  all 
about  the  celebrated  explorer,  and  had  even  the  air  of 
having  heard  a  thing  or  two  not  wholly  to  the  cele- 
brated explorer's  advantage)  had  been  rather  dry  in 
his   manner   when  first  approached,   saying  that  he 
had  a  lot  of  work  on  hand,  and  affirming  that  Arthur 
knew  the  stream  by  this  time  quite  as  well  as  he  did 
— which  was  absurd.      But  very  soon  after  the  two 
men  had  exchanged  greetings  it  became  evident  that 
they  would  get  on  together  quite  as  well  as  need  be. 
Each    took   a   quick,    comprehensive   survey   of    the 
other,  and  then   there  was  a  short   talk  about   the 
weather  and  about  flies,  which  speedily  placed  them 
upon  a  footing  of  mutual  understanding  and  esteem. 
Whatever   may   be   the   sport    or   pastime   in   hand, 
everybody  is  glad  to  discover  that  he  has  to  do  with  a 
■companion  who  knows  what  he  is  about ;  moreover, 
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Arthur  might  have  been  aware  that  it  was  never 
Colonel  Meynell's  way  to  be  uncivil  to  those  whom  he 
disliked. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  Colonel  did  not  dislike  ^Ir. 
Hamerslej  at  all.  Reasons,  or  half-formed  reasons, 
he  may  have  had  for  regretting  Mr.  Hamersley's 
presence  at  Bridstow  at  that  particular  moment ;  but 
he  was  not  thinking  of  these  while  he  admhed  the 
splendid  physique  of  the  deep-chested  fisherman  on 
the  other  side  of  the  stream,  nor  did  they  prevent 
him,  when  at  length  it  was  time  to  lay  aside  the  rods 
and  partake  of  a  little  refreshment,  from  paying  some 
hearty  and  sincere  compliments  to  his  fellow-angler's 
skill. 

This  was  between  two  and  three  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  and  the  result  of  the  day's  labours  had  so 
far  been  highly  gratifying. 

*  It's  true,'  the  Colonel  remarked,  while  he  munched 
his  sandwich,  '  that  we're  m  luck  to  get  such  a  sky  as 
this ;  still,    making   allowance   for   that,   I  think  we 
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may  claim  to  have  done  middling  well,  and  we  ought 
to  do  even  better  this  afternoon.' 

'  I  suppose  you'll  try  higher  up  now,'  said  Arthur, 
who,  with  an  unselfishness  which,  it  is  to  be  feared, 
had  scarcely  been  appreciated,  had  decided  to  leave 
his  rod  at  home  that  day. 

*0h  yes,  of  course,'  replied  the  Colonel.  'Don't  you 
stay  with  us  if  you've  had  enough  of  it.  We  shall  see 
you  again  between  five  and  six  o'clock.  And,  by  the 
way,  perhaps  you  wouldn't  mind  telling  Ehoda  not  to 
keep  tea  waiting  for  us,  in  case  we  should  be  late.' 

'Well,  I  was  thinking  that  I  might  as  well  be 
moving  slowly  down  before  long,'  Arthur  admitted. 
'  I'll  leave  your  message  for  your  sister  as  I  pass  the 
cottage,  and  then  I  dare  say  Miss  Hamersley  may 
want  me  to  show  her  the  shortest  way  up.' 

But  he  reflected  with  satisfaction  that  there  would 
be  no  need  to  trouble  his  head  about  Miss  Hamersley 
yet  awhile,  as  he  hurried  down  through  the  woods, 
after  quitting  the  anglers,  whom  he  felt  that  he  might 
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now  safely  leave  to  their  own  devices.  Xor  was  it 
any  great  disappointment  to  him  to  be  informed,  on 
arriving  at  Moor  Cottage,  that  Miss  Meynell  had  gone 
out ;  for  he  happened  to  have  a  pretty  shrewd  idea  of 
where  Miss  Meynell  was  likely  to  be  found.  Had  she 
not  casually  mentioned  to  him  some  days  before  that 
^e  had  promised  to  take  a  party  of  small  children 
down  to  the  sands  that  afternoon  ?  And  was  he  not 
bound  to  seek  her  out,  lest  by  any  chance  her 
brother's  important  message  should  fail  to  reach  her '? 
Thus  it  is  that,  although  truly  unselfish  conduct  is 
always  its  own  reward,  an  additional  recompense  is 
occasionally  thrown  m  by  the  kind  Fates. 

He  had  spoken  of  moving  slowly  downwards';  but 
it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  he  accomplished  the 
distance  which  separated  Moor  Cottage  from  the  sea 
at  a  rate  of  speed  which  would  have  done  no  discredit 
to  a  professional  pedestrian,  and  after  that  it  did  not 
take  him  long  to  reach  the  sandy  cove,  where,  as  he 
Jiad  anticipated,  Ehoda  Meynell  was  seated,  with  her 
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crew  of  bare-legged  brats  disporting  themselves 
among  the  pools  and  the  seaweed-covered  rocks 
around  her.  These  ragamuffins,  emancipated  for  a 
few  hours  (heaven  only  knows  by  means  of  what 
casuistry)  from  the  beneficent  sway  of  the  Education 
Act,  were  raising  such  a  clamour  amongst  them  that 
she  did  not  hear  the  sound  of  advancing  footsteps' 
and  turned  an  amazed  pair  of  eyes  upon  Arthur  when 
he  accosted  her. 

*  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  have  given  it  up 
in  disgust !'  she  exclaimed.  '  I  was  just  thinking 
that  you  couldn't  have  had  more  perfect  weather.' 

*0h,  that's  all  right!'  the  young  man  answered, 
dropping  into  a  sitting  posture  upon  the  sand  by  her 
side ;  '  they're  having  grand  sport,  and  they're  as 
happy  as  possible.  But  two  rods  are  enough,  you 
know,  and,  as  I  wasn't  fishing,  I  thought  I  would 
leave  them  after  luncheon.  Your  brother  wanted  me 
to  look  you  up  and  tell  you  that  perhaps  they  might 
not  get  back  to  tea  very  punctually.' 
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'  Oh,  but  I  hope  you  haven't  come  toiling  all  this 
way  upon  such  an  unnecessary  errand !'  the  girl 
exclaimed  in  accents  of  concern  ;  '  Victor  can"t  have 
meant  you  to  do  that ;  he  knows  quite  well  that  I 
never  expect  him  until  I  see  him.' 

'Well,  you  see,'  answered  Arthur,  who  was  only 
momentarily  put  out  of  countenance,  '  I  should  have 
had  to  come  down  to  Bridstow  anyhow,  to  act  as 
guide  to  Miss  Hamersley,  and  from  what  you  said 
the  other  day  I  thought  I  might  very  likely  find  you 
here.  Shall  I  be  in  your  way  if  I  stay  for  a  bit  ?  Of 
course  my  cousin  won't  be  anything  like  ready  for  me 
yet.' 

It  is  certain  that  if  he  had  been  in  Miss  Meynell's 
way  she  would  have  been  far  too  amiable  and  too 
polite  to  tell  him  so  ;  but  she  was  able,  without  any 
violation  of  her  habitual  veracity,  to  assure  him  that 
she  was  very  glad  to  have  his  company  ;  and  for 
some  little  time  they  chatted  easily  and  naturally 
about   this,   that   and   the   other — their   intercourses 
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having  now  reached  that  pleasant  stage  at  which 
occasional  lapses  into  silence  are  no  longer  noticed  or 
guarded  against.  Arthur,  reclining  upon  his  elbow, 
his  head  supported  by  his  hand  and  his  straw  hat 
tilted  forwards,  was  very  well  satisfied  to  lie  there  and 
gaze  at  her,  as  she  sat  with  her  slim  fingers  clasped 
round  her  knees.  The  light  breeze  which  was 
blowing  from  the  sea  stirred  her  brown  hair ;  her 
profile  was  clearly  cut  against  the  silvery-gray  sky, 
and  he  could  study  it  as  much  as  he  pleased,  for  her 
eyes  were  seldom  removed  from  her  small  charges — 
some  of  whom,  indeed,  were  so  small  that  it  was  quite 
necessary  to  keep  a  constant  watch  upon  them. 

'  You  haven't  told  me  anything  about  your  cousin 
yet,'  she  remarked  presently. 

'  Oh,  I  think  you'll  like  him ;  he's  a  distinct 
acquisition.  He  has  seen  and  done  all  manner  of 
out-of-the-way  things,  and  he  talks  about  them 
awfully  well,  without  any  swagger  or  self-asser- 
tion  ' 
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'  But  I  wasn't  thinking  of  Mr.  Hamersley,'  inter- 
rupted Ehocla  ;  '  I  meant  his  daughter,  ^liat  is  she 
like  •?  Very  beautiful,  of  course  ;  but  vrhat  besides  ? 
Clever  ?— smartly  dressed  ?— inclmed  to  put  up  with 
us  and  our  rustic  ways  ?' 

'  Well,'  answered  the  young  man,  '  she  is  un- 
doubtedly beautiful  —  quite  ui  a  tropical  style  of 
beauty;  but  what  she  is  besides  I  can  hardly  tell 
you.  I  think  she  rather  goes  in  for  being  nothing 
besides,  and  ha\TQg  no  pretension  to  cleverness ; 
though  every  now  and  then  she  says  things  which 
sound  to  me  clever  enough.  As  for  putting  up  with 
what  you  call  our  rustic  ways,  I  shouldn't  think  she 
would  have  the  cheek  to  assume  any  au*s  of  superiority 
with  you.  She  was  pleased  to  chaff  me  a  little  ;  but 
I'm  glad  to  say  that  she  didn't  succeed  in  getting  a 
rise  out  of  me.' 

Either  Arthur's  sketch  was  more  graphic  than  he 
was  aware  of,'or  his  intonation  told  tales  ;  for  Miss 
Meynell  divined,  without  putting  any  further   ques- 
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tions,  what  was  the  nature  of  .the  chaff  to  which  her 
brother's  disciple  had  been  exposed.. 

'Well,  you  know,  Mr.  Foley,'  was  her  remark, 
*  that  is  only  what  you  must  expect.  One  can't  take 
up  good  works  at  your  age  —  at  least,  a  man  can't 
— without  being  laughed  at.  But  I  hope  you  don't 
mind.' 

*  Haven't  I  just  been  telling  you  that  I  don't  mind 
a  bit  ?'  returned  Arthur,  with  some  pardonable  indig- 
nation. *  What  a  poor  opinion  you  must  have  of  me  ! 
Mind  being  laughed  at  for  doing  the  things  that  you 
do,  and  that  your  brother  does  !  Not  that  anybody, 
except  some  occasional  silly  young  woman  from  South 
America,  is  at  all  likely  to  laugh  at  me ;  and  not  that 
J'm  allowed  to  do  what  you  and  your  brother  do. 
That's  just  it :  you  neither  of  you  seem  to  think  that 
I  am  worthy  of  the  slightest  trust  or  confidence — and 
that,  I  must  confess,  I  do  mind.' 

She  turned  her  face  towards  him,  surprised  by  his 
sudden  vehemence. 
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'I  don't  know  why  you  should  say  that,'  she 
answered  gently.  '  I  believe  Victor  trusts  you  im- 
plicitly, and — so  do  I.  But  what  is  it  that  you  want 
to  do  ?  Surely  not  to  preach  or  to  offer  up  extempore 
prayer  ?' 

'Well,  no;  not  exactly  that,'  he  admitted,  and, 
chancing  to  catch  her  eye,  he  could  not  help  laughing 
a  little,  in  spite  of  his  vexation  ;  '  only  your  brother 
won't  let  me  be  of  any  real  use  to  him,  and  now  you 
take  it  for  granted  that  I  must  be  afraid  of  ridicule, 
although  you  would  never  dream  of  dreading  ridicule 
yourself.     It  isn't  very  flatteriug.' 

'  Ah,  there's  all  the  difference  m  the  world  between 
gh'ls  and  young  men.  Nobody  thmks  it  ridiculous 
in  a  girl  to  nurse  sick  people  or  to  take  a  number  of 
dirty  little  children  out  of  the  slums  where  they  live 
for  an  afternoon.  On  the  contrary,  she  is  praised 
and  admired  for  her  unselfishness.  But  if  you  were 
to  hear  that  some  college  friend  of  yours  was  em- 
ploying himself   in  that  way,  wouldn't   you   smile? 
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And  wouldn't  you,  perhaps,  wonder  what  his  object 
was?' 

'  I  dare  say  I  might ;  but  that  only  shows  that  one 
is  apt  to  be  incredulous  and  suspicious ;  it  doesn't 
prove  that  the  other  fellow  would  care  a  straw  what 
I  thought  of  him.  And  one  thing  I  can  truly  say, 
Miss  Meynell,  I  don't  care,  and  never  shall  care,  a 
straw  what  any  man  or  woman  in  the  world  may  think 
of  my  proceedings  so  long  as  you  don't  despise  me.' 

This  was  pretty  plain  speaking ;  and  the  words 
were  hardly  out  of  his  mouth  before  Arthur  began 
to  feel  a  little  alarmed  at  his  own  temerity.  He  did 
not,  however,  appear  to  have  alarmed  his  companion, 
who  replied  simply : 

*  I  should  think  there  was  very  little  danger  of  your 
being  despised  by  anybody.  All  I  wanted  to  make 
you  understand  was  that  you  are  of  great  use  to  us, 
and  that  Victor  can't  very  well  ask  you  to  do  more 
for  him  than  you  are  doing.  He  won't  let  me  do 
much  more,  except  in  the  way  of  nursing,  which,  of 
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course,  is  a  woman's  business.  He  himself  does 
preach  in  a  sort  of  fashion,  and  sometimes  he  holds 
short  services  for  the  men  who  won't  go  to  church  or 
chapel ;  but  he  always  says  that  nothing  of  that  kind 
ought  to  be  attempted  by  anyone  who  hasn't  invin- 
cible faith,  besides  a  thorough  comprehension  of  the 
people  with  whom  he  has  to  deal.  Well,  it's  no  insult 
to  you  to  say  that  you  haven't  been  here  long  enough 
yet  to  have  taken  the  measure  of  our  people.  They 
are  easy  enough  to  get  on  with,  because  of  their 
natural  politeness ;  but  they  are  not  so  easily  under- 
stood, and  anyone  who  hasn't  been  brought  up  among 
them  is  almost  sure  to  offend  some  of  their  innu- 
merable prejudices  or  superstitions — after  which  he 
may  grow  gray  in  then'  service,  like  dear  old  Mr. 
Latimer,  whom  they  all  respect,  without  ever  being 
admitted  into  their  confidence.' 

'  Oh,  I  know ;  and,  of  course,  I  don't  want  to 
undertake  work  for  which  I  have  none  of  the  re- 
quisite knowledge  or  training,'  answered  Arthur. 
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He  paused,  being  sensible  of  some  difficulty  in 
stating  precisely  what  he  did  want ;  but  he  was  re- 
lieved from  any  immediate  necessity  for  further 
explanation  by  the  abrupt  departure  of  his  auditor, 
who  started  to  her  feet  and  began  running  towards 
a  distant  ridge  of  rocks,  whence  at  that  moment  a 
loud  and  piercing  screech  had  arisen. 

This  cry  of  distress  proceeded  from  the  powerful 
•lungs  of  Miss  Sarah  Cribbets,  who  had  just  met 
with  a  vexatious  accident.  Notwithstanding  certain 
infirmities  of  temper,  Sally  Cribbets  enjoyed  a  high 
degree  of  popular  esteem  by  reason  of  her  remarkable 
athletic  proficiency.  Though  only  in  her  seventh 
year,  she  could  turn  coach-wheels  and  stand  on  her 
head  as  well  as  any  boy  of  double  that  age.  More- 
over, she  could,  or  boasted  that  she  could,  win  a  race, 
running  backwards,  against  any  one  of  her  sex  and 
time  of  life,  progressing  in  the  ordinary  manner — 
subject,  of  course,  to  reasonable  handicap  allowances. 
Now,    whether    those    who    had    on    this    occasion 
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arranged  such  a  contest  had  been  influenced  by 
unworthy  sentunents  of  emy  or  jealousy,  or  whether 
they  had  forgotten  to  take  into  account  the  treacher- 
ous nature  of  the  course,  which  was  traversed  by 
lines  of  low  rocks  and  slippery  seaweed,  it  is  impos- 
sible, in  the  face  of  conflicting  evidence,  to  say ;  but 
the  deplorable  result  was  that  poor  Sally,  covermg 
her  ground  in  magnificent  style,  and  conscientiously 
refraining  from  throwing  a  glance  over  her  shoulder, 
fouled  a  block  of  sandstone,  which  jerked  her  fat  legs 
from  under  her,  flung  her  high  into  the  ah,  and 
landed  her,  head  first,  in  a  pool  of  salt  water  where 
she  now  sat,  rending  heaven  with  her  howls  and 
imprecations. 

'  She  can-'t  be  much  hurt,  you  know,  or  she 
wouldn't  be  able  to  make  such  a  terrific  row,"  Arthur 
observed,  reassuringly,  when  Miss  Meynell  and  he 
reached  the  spot.  '  Googl  gracious !  what  language 
for  an  imp  of  that  size  to  use !' 

*  Oh,  you  mustn't  blame  her ;  they  all  do  it,  and 
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they  don't  know  what  the  words  mean.  They  have 
been  accustomed  to  hear  them  from  their  infancy,' 
said  Ehoda  hurriedly,  as  she  stooped  down  to  Kft  the 
vociferous  sufferer  out  of  the  water. 

But  Arthur  quickly  intercepted  her.  *  Let  me  do 
it,'  he  entreated;  'she'll  ruin  your  dress  if  you  don't 
stand  clear  of  her.  I'll  carry  her  home,  and  see 
that  she's  properly  attended  to.  Where  does  she 
live?' 

Well,  there  was  not  much  damage  done  (except, 
indeed,  to  Arthur's  trousers),  and  Miss  Sally  might 
very  well  have  walked  home.  But  having  heard  the 
gentleman  say  something  about  carrying  her,  she 
announced  her  determination  of  holding  him  to  his 
word,  nor  could  she  by  any  means  be  persuaded  to 
release  him.  Already  once  that  afternoon — so  she 
said  in  effect — had  she  been  made  the  victim  of  a 
misplaced  confidence,  and  once  was  enough.  As  the 
only  result  of  reasoning  with  her  was  to  draw  from 
her  a  renewed  series  of  yells,  it  was  at  length  judged 
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politic  to  accede  to  her  wishes ;  but  Ehoda  remarked 
that  it  was  time  for  them  all  to  be  going  home  now, 
and  that  thej  would  go  together. 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Miss  Lola  Hamersley, 
strollmg  leisurely  forth,  arraj'ed  in  a  very  exquisite 
summer  costume  which  she  had  recently  ordered  from 
one  of  the  most  renowned  of  London  dressmakers, 
and  making  her  way  across  the  village  street  with 
the  intention  of  keeping  her  a^^pointment  at  Moor 
Cottage,  was  suddenly  confronted  by  a  qtieer  little 
procession.  First  marched  Arthur  Foley,  who  bore 
the  dripping  Sarah  in  his  arms,  and  whose  anxious 
countenance  showed  that  he  was  nervously  endeavour- 
ing to  propitiate  his  fan  burden ;  next  came  Pihoda 
Meynell,  with  a  ragged  maiden  of  twelve  or  thirteen 
clmging  to  either  arm ;  behind  her  walked  sundry 
dishevelled  matrons,  who  had  come  to  claim  their 
respective  offspring,  while  the  rear  was  brought  up 
by  the  rank  and  file  of  the  expedition,  dancing  and 
chanting  a  shrill  chorus. 


158'  SAINT  ANN'S 

Well,  here  was  a  fine  opportunity,  if  ever  there  was 
one,  for  manifesting  a  good  man's  sublime  indifference 
to  the  mockery  of  thoughtless  frivolity  ;  but,  somehow 
or  other,  Arthur  did  not  avail  himself  of  it.  On  the 
contrary,  he  turned  as  red  as  a  turkey-cock,  and  stood 
still,  looking  like  the  prince  of  fools,  while  Lola,  after 
staring  for  a  moment,  broke  out  into  peal  after  peal 
of  unrestrained  laughter. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

EHODA    DISAPPOINTS    SEVEPtAL   PERSONS. 

Now,  the  worst  of  it  was  that  Lola's  merriment  was 
perfectly  genuine  and  irrepressible.  A  subdued  smile, 
a  polite  sneer,  perhaps  an  ironical  compliment  or  two, 
might  have  been  anticipated,  and  might  also  have 
been  endured  with  comparative  equanimity  ;  but  that 
prolonged  and  open-mouthed  hilarity  was  enough  to 
enrage  the  meekest  of  mankind.  It  enraged  Ai'thur 
to  such  a  degree  that,  after  the  first  shock  of  the 
encounter,  he  almost  ceased  to  feel  foolish,  and 
glared  at  his  cousin  with  a  fury  which  only  made  her 
laugh  the  more. 

'  Ought  I  to  beg  your  pardon  ?'  she  asked,  as  soon 
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as  she  was  able  to  speak.  '  Judging  by  your  face,  I 
ought ;  but,  really,  I  couldn't  help  myself.  You  can't 
imagine  how  funny  you  looked !  So  horrified  at 
being  caught,  and  so  evidently  anxious  to  bolt  down  a 
side  street,  instead  of  stepping  forward  proudly,  like 
the  hero  of  a  Sunday  book.  I  presume  you  have  just 
been  imperilling  your  life  to  save  that  interesting 
infant  from  a  watery  grave.' 

'  I  have  been  doing  no  such  thing,'  answered 
Arthur,  very  snappishly.  '  The  child  tumbled  into  a 
pool  and  wouldn'.t  walk  home  with  the  others ;  so 
somebody  had  to  carry  her.  It's  excruciatingly 
funny,  no  doubt ;  but,  not  having  your  delicate  sense 
of  humour,  I  can't  quite  see  the  point  of  the  joke.' 

For  an  instant  Lola's  great  dark  eyes  opened 
themselves  widely  and  flashed.  She  was  not  ac- 
customed to  be  addressed  in  that  tone,  and  deep 
down  beneath  the  surface  of  her  lazy  nonchalance 
there  lurked  a  volcanic  temper.  But  such  an  insig- 
nificant pebble  as  Arthur  had  flung  into  the  crater 
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hardly  sufficed  to  call  forth  an  eruption.  So  she  only 
laughed  agam,  and  remarked  : 

'  I  despah  of  being  able  to  make  you  see  the  joke 

without   a    mhror.      And    even    then,    j^erhaps 

Meanwhile,  won't  you  introduce  me  to  Miss  Meynell  ? 
I  was  on  my  way  to  her  house ;  but  I  am  afraid 
I  should  have  arrived  long  before  my  time.' 

Ehoda  gently  disengaged  herself  from  her  two 
attendant  damsels,  and,  stepping  forward,  held  out 
her  hand  to  the  smartly-attired  stranger,  by  whom — 
contrary,  it  may  be,  to  the  latter' s  expectation — she 
was  not  in  the  least  overawed. 

'It  is  I  who  am  behind  my  time,'  she  said ;  '  I  did 
not  notice  how  late  it  was,  and  then  we  were  delayed 
by  Sally's  misfortunes.  But  I  can  safely  dismiss 
my  squad  now,  and  we  will  go  straight  up  the  hill,  if 
you  don't  mind  a  rather  scrambling  walk  in  those 
thm  shoes.  Mr.  Foley  has  been  so  very  kmd  already 
that  I  am  sure  he  will  be  good  enough  to  carry  poor 
Sally  a  little  farther — any  of  the  girls  will  show  him 

VOL.    I.  11 


,62  SAINT  ANN'S 

where  her  mother  lives— and  I  dare  say  he  will  catch 
us  up  soon.' 

Lola  glanced  down  at  her  Parisian  shoes  and  then 
up  at  the  wooded  acclivity  which  she  was  invited  to 
scale.  '  I  shall  be  charmed  to  do  whatever  you  wish/ 
she  answered  ;  '  but,  since  we  have  met,  would  it  not 
be  pleasanter  if  you  were  to  come  to  tea  with  me, 
instead  of  my  going  to  you '?  And  you  too,  as  soon 
as  you  have  accomplished  your  charitable  errand,' 
she  added,  nodding  at  her  cousin. 

Khoda  assented  at  once ;  but  Arthur,  somewhat 
sullenly,  murmured  something  about  having  to  go  up 
the  hill  first,  anyhow. 

'  Oh,  you  needn't  distress  yourself  about  your 
muddy  trousers,'  Miss  Hamersley  was  so  kind  as  ta 
say  ;  '  we  won't  look  at  them.' 

*  I  wasn't  thinking  of  my  trousers,'  returned 
Arthur  (though  in  truth  he  had  been  thinking  of 
them  a  little) ;  '  but  if  Miss  Meynell  isn't  going  back  to 
the  Cottage  for  tea,  I  suppose  she  will  want  to  send  a 
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message  there,  and  I  had  better  take  it.     I  can  come 
down  here  again  afterwards  if  it  isn't  too  late.' 

Probably  he  did  not  expect  to  be  taken  at  his  word, 
and  Ehoda,  of  course,  protested  that  she  could  not 
think  of  givmg  him  all  that  trouble ;  but,  somehow  or 
other,  she  was  drawn  away  by  her  new  acquaintance 
in  the  midst  of  her  protestations,  and  the  upshot  was 
that  Arthur  was  left,  without  precise  instructions,  to 
find  his  w?.y  to  the  abode  of  the  Cribbets  family, 
whither  he  was  accompanied  by  a  crowd  of  Sally's 
companions,  who  may  possibly  have  looked  forward  to 
finishmg  the  day  with  the  crowning  diversion  of 
seeing  her  soundly  chastised  by  her  mother  for 
getting  her  clothes  in  such  a  mess. 

It  was  a  profoundly  humiliated  and  likewise  a  very 
angry  yoimg  man  who  might,  soon  afterwards,  have 
been  seen  stridmg  up  through  the  woods  towards 
Colonel  Meynell's  residence.  He  had  got  rid  of  Sally 
and  her  horrid  little  inquisitive  friends  ;  he  had  also 
got  rid  of  Mrs.  Cribbets,  whose  clamorous  indignation 
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he  had  silenced  by  the  shabby  expedient  of  offering 
her  five  shilhngs  to  say  no  more  about  it;  but  how 
^Yas  he  to  silence  the  reproaches  of  a  scornful  and 
incorruptible  conscience  ?  What  an  ass  he  had  made 
of  himself !  What  a  superlative,  what  a  despicable, 
and — worst  of  all — what  an  unnecessary  ass  !  He 
had  turned  scarlet  to  the  roots  of  his  hair,  he  had 
spluttered  ridiculously,  he  had  lost  his  temper,  he 
had  made  it  evident  that,  in  spite  of  his  swagger, 
he  was  ashamed  to  be  seen  with  a  ragged  child  in 
his  arms — and  all  this  because  a  girl  whose  opinion 
he  did  not  value  one  farthing  had  been  rude  enough 
to  burst  out  laughing  in  his  face.  It  would  have 
been  so  simple  to  turn  the  tables  upon  her  by  ignor- 
ing her  hilarity  altogether,  as  Khoda  had  done — 
Ehoda,  who  really  and  honestly  didn't  care,  who  was 
a  long  way  above  caring  whether  her  actions  excited 
merriment  or  not,  and  who,  as  he  could  not  help 
suspecting,  with  a  sharp  twinge  of  self-contempt, 
had  despatched  him  on    this  errand   merely  out  of 
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compassion,  and  in  order  to  give  him  a  little  time  in 
which  to  recover  himself.  One  must  he  very  young 
to  suffer  such  torments  as  Arthur  Foley  suffered 
during  that  rapid  up-hill  walk  of  his ;  but  nearly  all 
of  us  either  have  suffered  or  are  going  to  suffer 
somewhat  similar  torments,  so  that  we  may  manage 
to  squeeze  out  a  little  pity  for  him. 

Not,  of  course,  that  he  wanted  to  be  pitied.  This 
was  just  what  he  felt  to  be  so  intolerable — this 
certitude  that  Lola  Hamersley,  as  well  as  Ehoda 
Meynell,  was  sorry  for  him,  and  that  in  all  proba- 
bility the  two  girls  were  even  now  agreeing  that  he 
had  been  punished  enough.  Well,  there  was  no  help 
for  it ;  what  had  happened  was  beyond  recall,  and 
they  must  pity  him  or  laugh  at  him  or  despise  him 
as  they  might  think  best.  But  he  was  not  going  back 
to  Bridstow  to  tea  with  them.  No,  he  certainly 
would  not  do  that ;  he  would  go  straight  home,  and 
as  soon  as  possible  he  would  find  some  occupation 
that  would   take   him  far   away   from   home — some 
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.  occupation  for  which  he  was  better  fitted  than  he  was 
for  philanthropic  and  religious  work.  As  for  Khoda, 
not  only  was  he  unworthy  of  her,  but  she  obviously 
deemed  him  so.  If  she  had  cared  in  the  least  little 
bit  for  him,  she  must  have  taken  either  his  side  or 
Lola's  in  that  absurd  encounter ;  she  could  not 
have  remained  so  coolly  and  good-humouredly  in- 
different. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that  all  this  pro- 
digious fuss  was  quite  uncalled  for,  and  that  the  two 
ladies  who  had  contrived,  between  them,  to  reduce  a 
fellow-creature  to  the  verge  of  despair,  were  not  even 
thinking  about  him  just  then.  At  the  moment  Lola 
was  apologizing — though  without  much  appearance 
of  embarrassment  or  contrition — for  the  lodging-house 
tea  and  the  lodging-house  bread-and-butter  wdth 
which  they  had  been  supplied. 

*  You  would  have  fared  much  better  at  home,  I 
know,'  said  she ;  '  and  I  also  should  have  fared  much 
better,  if  I  hadn't  shirked  the  walk.     But  I  do  so 


RHODA  DISAPPOINTS  SEVERAL  PERSONS     167 

loathe  walking  !  Besides,  we  can  have  a  comfortable 
talk  by  ourselves  now.  When  my  father  is  in  the 
room,  nobody  else  gets  much  chance  of  talking ;  and 
I  dare  say  your  brother  is  almost  as  bad — or  as  good. 
It  saves  trouble,  that  sort  of  thing,'  added  Lola, 
with  a  meditative  yawn,  '  but  rather  restricts  one's 
opportunities  of  cultivating  fresh  acquaintances.' 

Nevertheless,  it  did  not  seem  as  if  she  was  prepared 
to  make  any  great  use  of  her  present  opportunity,  nor, 
apparently,  had  she  anything  particular  to  talk  about. 
The  burden  of  keeping  the  conversation  alive  fell 
entirely  upon  Ehoda,  who  soon  reached  the  end  of 
her  list  of  available  topics. 

^Tiat,  indeed,  was  there  to  be  said  to  a  girl 
who  had  no  rui'al  tastes,  who  did  not  pretend  to 
feel  the  faintest  mterest  in  Bridstow  or  its  ™inity, 
who  declined  to  be  drawn  into  a  description  of 
London  gaieties,  and  who  would  not  even  grumble 
at  ha\TQg  been  deprived  of  them  ?  It  was  only 
the   incidental   mention   of    Lord   Braunton's   name 
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that  caused  this  beautiful  and  impassive  creature  to 
rouse  herself  a  little. 

*  What  an  excellent  man  !'  she  exclaimed,  with  her 
usual  half-mocking  intonation.  *  Clever,  too,  I  am 
told  ;  though  I  should  never  have  discovered  it  for 
myself,  because  I  am  so  stupid.  Of  course,  I  have 
discovered  that  he  is  silly — like  all  men,  clever  and 
otherwise.' 

'  Silly  ?'  repeated  Ehoda,  raising  her  eyebrows. 

*  Do  you  not  think  so  ?  By  all  accounts  you  ought 
to  think  so  ;  and  I  am  sure  his  mother  does.  But 
then,  as  I  say,  all  men  are  the  same,  and  one  must 
take  them  as  one  finds  them.  Take  them  or  leave 
them — the  latter  for  choice.  I  suppose,'  continued 
Lola  reflectively,  '  it  is  not  quite  so  pleasant  to  be 
left  by  them  :  but  that  is  an  experience  which  hasn't 
fallen  to  my  lot  as  yet.' 

It  was  impossible  to  take  this  speech,  which  w^as 
delivered  in  a  perfectly  cool,  matter-of-course  tone,  as 
an  intentional  insult,  and  for  the  moment  Ehoda  felt 
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more  disposed  to  laugh  than  to  be  offended.  Still, 
she  could  think  of  no  appropriate  rejoinder,  and  pre- 
sently her  entertainer  resumed  : 

*  The  English  system  of  marrying  for  love  is  absurd. 
If  only  ^-e  had  all  been  in  France,  you  would  have 
been  Lady  Braunton  by  this  time ;  and  then — well, 
then  I  think  I  should  have  amused  myself.' 

Ehoda  coloured  a  little,  and  frowned.  'I  don't 
know  what  might  have  happened  if  we  had  all  been 
French,'  she  answered  ;  '  but  I  see  no  reason  why 
I  should  have  married  Lord  Braunton  even  then. 
There  has  never  been  any  question  of  such  a  thing.' 

'  Oh,  there  has  been  a  question  of  it  !  Ask  his 
mother,  if  you  doubt  me.  You  might  even  ask  your 
brother,  I  imagine.' 

'  I  do  not  wish  to  ask  any  questions  upon  the 
subject.  And  may  I  tell  you  that  what  you  said  just 
now — about  amusing  yourself,  I  mean — is  a  thing 
which  ladies  cannot  say  in  this  country  ?  You  spoke 
without  thinking,  I  am  sure.' 


I70  SAINT  ANN'S 

Lola  made  a  grimace. 

'  I  am  rebuked,'  she  answered,  '  and  I  bow.  In 
future  I  will  think  without  speaking ;  that  is  always 
the  best  plan  as  well  as  the  least  troublesome.  But 
you  must  not  take  me  too  literally ;  my  w^ays  of 
amusing  myself  are  innocent  and  sans  consequence. 
So,  then,  you  have  no  fancy — no  little  weakness  at  all 
for  this  poor  Braunton  ?' 

*  Oh  no,  none  whatever  !'  answered  Ehoda,  who  felt 
that  all  this  was  extremely  impertinent,  yet  hardly 
knew  how  to  stop  it. 

*  That  is  a  pity.  We  might  have  contended  for 
him — it  would  have  passed  the  time.  I  should  have 
beaten  you ;  but,  if  you  had  wanted  him  very  much,  I 
would  have  given  him  back  to  you  before  going  away. 
In  such  affairs  I  am  never  ungenerous.' 

In  spite  of  herself,  Khoda  could  not  help  laughing. 

*  I  am  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  generous,'  said 
she ;  '  I  can  tell  by  the  evidence  of  my  own  senses 
that  you  are  extraordinarily  vain.' 
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'  So  my  cousin,  Arthur  Foley,  tells  me ;  but  I 
assure  you,  as  I  assured  him,  that  I  only  boast  of  one 
power,  and  I  doubt  whether  I  am  really  vain  of  that 
one.  Apropos,  what  has  become  of  him,  I  wonder? 
Can  he  have  gone  home  in  the  sulks  because  I 
laughed  at  him  ?' 

Ehoda  thought  it  by  no  means  unlikely  that  he 
had.  As,  however,  she  did  not  wish  to  expose  the 
poor  fellow  to  further  ridicule,  she  only  answered  : 

*  He  may  have  gone  home  without  havmg  been 
sulky;  I  am  afraid  he  must  have  got  very  wet, 
carrying  that  soaking  child,  and  probably  he  has  had 
to  change  his  clothes.  Anyhow,  it  is  high  time  for 
me  to  be  going  home  now.' 

She  went  away  with  a  very  decided  con^-iction  that 
it  would  never  be  possible  for  her  to  associate  upon 
terms  of  friendliness  with  Lola  Hamersley.  It  was 
not  that  she  objected  at  all  (except  on  poor  Lord 
Braunton's  account)  to  that  boldly  announced  flirta- 
tion, or  that  she  personally  resented  Lola's  challenge. 
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She  was  very  well  aware  that  the  other  was  more 
than  a  match  for  her  in  respect  of  looks,  and  had  no 
ambition  to  try  conclusions  against  a  rival  of  that 
kind.  But  the  girl — so  she  said  to  herself — was  not  a 
lady  ;  men  might  find  her  fascinating,  because  she 
was  so  beautiful,  but  women  never  could.  So, 
perhaps,  all  things  considered,  it  was  just  as  well  that 
she  wore  thin  shoes  and  disliked  walking  up-hill. 

Having  thus  summarily  disposed  of  Miss  Hamersley, 
and  having  bestowed  a  remorseful  thought  or  two 
upon  Arthur  Foley,  of  whose  good-nature  she  now 
began  to  think  that  she  had  taken  somewhat  undue 
advantage,  Ehoda  made  her  way,  at  a  brisk  pace,  to 
Moor  Cottage,  where  the  two  jolly  fishermen  were 
found  refreshing  themselves  with  something  a  little 
stronger  than  tea.  Very  jolly  they  were,  after  a 
memorable  day's  sport,  and  Mr.  Hamersley,  who 
remained  for  another  quarter  of  an  hour,  chatting 
pleasantly  about  trout-fishing  and  sylvan  scenery, 
made  a  much  more  favourable  impression  upon  Miss 
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Meynell  than  his  daughter  had  done.  But  Victor  did 
not  join  very  heartily  in  the  commendation  which  she 
pronounced  upon  the  celebrated  traveller  after  the 
latter  had  taken  his  leave.  He  said,  '  Oh  yes,  the 
man  is  good  company,'  and  then  fell  into  a  brown 
study,  leading  several  remarks  of  his  sister's  un- 
noticed. 

But  the  brief  description  which  she  i^resently 
gave  of  Lola  caused  him  to  rouse  himself,  and 
observe  : 

'  Such  superlative  beauty  is  a  gi-eat  power,  of 
course ;  everybody  must  acknowledge  that.  Still,  I 
must  say  I  should  have  thought  that  if  there  was  a 
man  on  earth  who  was  proof  against  mere  appeals  to 
the  senses,  it  was  Braunton.' 

'  Oh,  you  have  heard,  then  ?' 

'  Hamersley  gave  me  a  hint.  I  might  have  guessed 
that  they  hadn't  come  here  for  nothing  ;  but  then,  as 
I  say,  I  flattered  myself  that  I  knew  Braunton  better 
than  I  do.     Has  Miss  Hamersley  been  enlightening 
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you  ?  She  must  be  a  nice,  modest  sort  of  young 
woman.' 

He  seemed  to  be  so  vexed,  and  spoke  in  accents  of 
such  unwonted  acerbity,  that  Ehoda  thought  she  had 
better  not  report  a  conversation  which,  after  all,  had 
been  more  or  less  of  a  confidential  kind.  So  she 
replied  evasively  that  there  did  not  appear  to  be  much 
mystery  about  the  matter,  or  desire  for  mystery  on 
the  part  of  those  concerned  in  it. 

'  Lady  Braunton  almost  told  me  in  so  many  words 
how  things  were  the  night  that  we  dined  with  them,' 
said  she.  '  I  think  something  must  have  been  said  to 
Mr.  Foley,  too.' 

The  Colonel  glanced  up  sharply.  'Do  you  mean 
to  say  that  Lady  Braunton  approves  of  the  match, 
then  ?'  he  asked. 

'  Oh,  I  don't  know  that  she  quite  likes  it ;  but  what 
can  she  do?  Lord  Braunton  is  his  own  master. 
There  is  no  engagement  yet,  though,  I  believe ;  and 
if  it  ever  comes  to  an  engagement — well,  I  suppose 
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it  is  better  that  he  should  please  himself,  isn't 
it?' 

'I  don't  know,'  answered  her  brother;  'I  haven't 
seen  the  girl  yet.  Certainly  it  isn't  always  better  for 
a  man  to  please  himself  at  a  given  moment.  He  may 
lose  his  head  and  take  some  step  which  he  will  regret 
for  the  rest  of  his  life.  I  wonder  Bramiton  hasn't 
spoken  to  me  about  this  ;  it  would  have  been  more 
straightforward  of  him  if  he  had,  I  think.' 

Ehoda  looked  down,  and  held  her  peace.  She 
could  not  help  knowing  what  this  meant,  but  she 
sincerely  trusted  that  Lord  Braunton  would  be 
allowed  to  keep  his  own  counsel  respecting  affairs 
which  only  concerned  himself.  She  would  even  have 
said  as  much,  had  it  not  been  at  variance  alike  with 
her  custom  and  her  principles  to  offer  any  suggestion 
to  that  autocratic  little  brother  of  hers.  But  the 
Colonel  removed  all  such  difficulties  from  her  path  by 
resuming,  after  a  pause  : 

*  Well,  you  and  I  must  be  straightforward  with  one 
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another,  at  any  rate.  There  are  things  which  one 
doesn't  generally  talk  about,  but  one  knows  them  all 
the  same,  and  sometimes  it  becomes  necessary  just  to 
allude  to  them.  Now,  tell  me  honestly,  Ehoda— has 
this  business  made  you  unhappy  ?' 

She  looked  him  full  in  the  face  with  her  clear, 
truthful  eyes,  and  answered  unhesitatingly,  '  Not 
in  the  slightest  degree.' 

He  could  not  doubt  her  sincerity,  and,  of  course,  it 
was  a  relief  to  learn  that  he  had  been  alarming  him- 
self without  reason ;  yet  he  was  half  provoked  with 
her  for  being  so  positive  about  it. 

*  That  is  all  right,'  said  he ;  '  but  I  am  afraid  you 
may  wait  long  and  seek  far  before  you  meet  with 
Braunton's  equal.  Take  him  all  round,  he  is  as  good 
a  fellow  as  there  is  in  England — and,  do  you  know, 
Ehoda,  I  used  to  fancy  that  that  was  your  opinion  of 
him.' 

'  So  it  was,  and  so  it  is,'  the  girl  replied  ;  *  but  I 
never  could  have  married  him.     At  least,'  she  added 
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— for  Victor  had  taught  her  to  be  scrupulously  exact 
in  her  statements — 'I  am  quite  sure  that  I  could 
never  marry  him  now,  even  if  he  were  to  ask  me.' 

*  Because  he  has  allowed  himself  to  be  ensnared  by 
Miss  Hamersley  ?' 

'  Oh  no ;  not  because  of  that.  I  should  feel  just  in 
the  same  way  if  there  were  no  Miss  Hamersley  in 
existence.  I  am  glad  you  asked  me  about  it,  Victor  ; 
because  I  couldn't  have  told  you  unless  I  had  been 
asked,  and  I  wanted  you  to  know.' 

He  opened  his  lips,  as  if  with  the  intention  of 
putting  some  further  question  to  her,  but,  thinking 
hetter  of  it,  closed  them  again.  Perhaps  he  may 
have  felt  that  he  had  already  reached  the  limits  oi 
legitimate  interrogation. 


VOL.  I.  12 


CHAPTEE  X. 


SUMMARY   PROCEEDINGS. 


It  is  probably  safe  to  assume  that,  for  every  man  who 
hangs  himself  or  cuts  his  throat,  there  must  be  fully 
a  score  who  quite  seriously  contemplate  that  desperate 
course  and  who,  upon  more  mature  consideration, 
decide  to  live  a  little  longer.  Arthur  Foley,  as  has 
been  said,  returned  home  from  that  unlucky  encounter 
of  his  with  his  cousin  Lola  so  overwhelmed  with 
mortification,  and  so  persuaded  of  his  unworthiness  to 
take  any  further  share  in  Miss  Meynell's  good  works, 
that  he  could  see  nothing  for  it  but  to  throw  up 
everything  and  quit  St.  Ann's  for  good  and  all.  A 
night's  rest,   however,  made  the  difference  which  it 
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usually  does  make,  and  the  next  morning  found  him 
in  a  somewhat  less  despondent  frame  of  mind. 
Setting  aside  the  pusillanimity  of  flight,  there  were 
practical  difficulties  in  the  way  of  carrying  out  such  a 
programme.  To  begin  with,  he  knew  not  whither  to 
go  ;  secondly,  even  supposing  that  he  had  been  able 
to  fix  upon  a  destmation,  he  would  not  have  know:i 
what  to  do  when  he  reached  it ;  one  can't  create 
a  career  for  one's  self  at  a  moment's  notice.  Thirdly, 
and  lastly,  it  seemed  desirable  to  find  out  for  certain, 
before  burning  his  ships,  whether  Rhoda  did  despise 
him  as  much  as  he  deserved  to  be  despised. 

Nevertheless,  he  did  not  attempt  to  ascertain  his 
fate  by  the  direct  and  obvious  expedient  of  applying 
at  head-quarters.  He  had  not  the  courage  (or,  as  he 
preferred  to  call  it  'in  his  self- communings,  the  cheek) 
to  do  that,  and  he  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  day, 
kicking  his  heels  disconsolately  about  the  quays  and 
streets  of  Bridstow,  in  the  hope  that  he  might  chance 
to  come  across  a  lady  whose  avocations  brought  her 
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thither  on  most  days  of  the  week.  When  the  church 
clock  struck  six  he  knew  that  it  was  useless  to  wait 
any  longer,  and,  instead  of  making  for  Moor  Cottage, 
Le  plodded  homewards,  with  bent  head,  half  inclined 
to  believe  that  Khoda  had  purposely  kept  out  of  his 
way. 

This  was  a  very  bad  and  sad  day,  but  the  next  was 
much  worse.  For  during  the  night  the  wind  changed, 
and  with  the  morning  came  one  of  those  steady, 
relentless  sou' -westers,  accompanied  by  sheets  of  rain, 
to  which  the  west  coast  of  England  is  liable  from 
time  to  time,  even  during  the  finest  of  summers.  It 
is,  of  course,  possible  to  go  out  in  such  weather,  and 
it  is  perhaps  just  a  shade  better  to  do  so  than  to 
stand  indoors,  watching  the  rain  as  it  is  driven 
against  the  wdndow-panes,  and  the  low  scud  flying 
across  the  surface  of  a  dirty  green  sea  ;  only  it  stands 
to  reason  that  you  must  not  go  out  with  the  expecta- 
tion of  meeting  anybody. 

Arthur  went  out,  and  got  wet  through,  and  met 
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nobody.  Then  he  changed  his  clothes,  taking  as  long 
as  he  could  about  it,  and  went  downstairs  and  tried  to 
read  a  book,  which  proved  to  be  quite  unreadable. 
Then  he  wandered  through  all  the  empty  roorus,  and 
gazed  out  of  each  of  the  windows  in  succession,  and 
wished  he  had  never  been  born.  Finally,  in  despair, 
he  invaded  his  father's  studio,  where  he  was  greeted 
with  a  sympathetic  gi*oan. 

Mr.  Foley  had  been  trying  to  paint,  but  had  been 
compelled  by  the  insufficient  light  to  lay  aside  his 
brushes,  and  was  now  pacing  to  and  fro,  his  hands 
clasped  behind  his  back,  and  a  most  woe-begone 
expression  upon  his  face.  '  Isn't  it  appalling  !'  he 
ejaculated.  *  And  from  what  I  remember  of  Bridstow, 
I  believe  this  may  go  on  for  days  and  days  together. 
You  may  believe  me  or  not,  as  you  like,  Arthur,  but  I 
am  glad — yes,  positively  glad  ! — that  to-morrow  will 
be  Sunday.  To-morrow,  be  the  weather  what  it  may, 
we  will  go  to  church.  It  is  our  duty  to  do  so,  and  we 
won't  shirk  it,  even  though  it  should  be  necessary  to 
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put  the  servants  to  some  inconvenience  and  have  the 
brougham  out.  I  don't  say  that  the  singing  of  the 
school-children  is  a  musical  treat  or  that  Latimer  is 
an  eloquent  speaker;  but  going  to  church  will  at 
least  afford  us  the  consolation  of  beholding  our  suffer- 
ing fellow-creatures.  Perhaps,  after  seeing  them,  we 
shan't  feel  quite  so  much  like  Noah  and  one  of  his 
sons,  deprived  of  the  remaining  members  of  the 
family  and  without  the  cheering  companionship  of 
the  menagerie.' 

*  I  suppose  other  people  will  come  to  church  ?' 
observed  Arthur,  brightening  up  a  little. 

'  Oh,  I  should  say  so !  I  wouldn't  answer  for  the 
Brauntons;  but  Colonel  and  Miss  Meynell  will  be 
there,  in  mackintoshes  and  thick  boots,  you  may  be 
sure.  By-the-bye,  why  aren't  you  with  them  now? 
I  should  go  and  see  them  or  the  Hamersleys,  if  I 
were  you.  I'm  almost  inclined  to  go  and  call  upon 
somebody,  though  I'm  only  myself.  Anything  and 
anybody  would  be  preferable  to  this !' 
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Arthur  hastened  to  make  reply  that  it  didn't  do  to 
take  too  frequent  advantage  of  the  kindness  of  your 
friends,  that  he  had  been  up  at  Moor  Cottage  abnost 
every  day  of  late,  and  that  his  cousins  also  must,  he 
feared,  have  seen  more  than  enough  of  him  for  the 
present.  *  But  I've  no  doubt  they  would  be  delighted 
to  see  you,'  he  added,  '  and  you  would  certainly  be 
delighted  with  Miss  Hamersley  —  from  an  artistic 
point  of  ^iew,  that  is.' 

'  Should  I  ?  Then  I  had  better  reserve  the  treat 
for  the  first  fine  day ;  one's  artistic  perceptions  are 
blunted  by  such  a  leaden  atmosphere.  Besides,  I 
must  say  that  Eobert's  daughter,  as  seen  by  candle- 
light and  in  evenmg-dress,  did  not  strike  me  as  being 
artistically  valuable.  Her  attitudes  were  good,  and 
she  moved  gracefully  ;  but  the  general  effect  was  a 
little  harsh — strident — meretricious  almost,  if  I  may 
be  permitted  to  use  the  word  between  ourselves. 
To  my  eyes  Miss  Meynell  is  infinitely  more  attrac- 
tive.' 
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But  Arthur  would  not  respond  to  this  and  other 
hints  which  Mr.  Foley,  who  seemed  to  be  in  an  un- 
usually talkative  mood,  threw  out  while  he  continued 
to  pace  up  and  down  the  room.  He  noted,  wonder- 
ingly,  that  his  father  was  taking  some  trouble  to 
entertain  him  ;  he  listened,  not  without  amused 
appreciation,  to  the  shrewd  and  quaint  criticisms, 
upon  women  and  their  ways,  which  the  elder  man 
tossed  here  and  there  into  the  current  of  a  desultory 
discourse,  which  had  art  in  relation  to  the  human 
form  for  its  subject ;  but  he  did  not  for  a  moment 
realize  what  all  this  meant.  He  no  more  guessed 
that  his  confidence  was  being  tentatively  invited,  than 
he  did  that  Mr.  Foley  was  beset  by  a  perpetual 
nervous  dread  lest  complications  should  arise  to  arrest 
the  progress  of  an  idyll  which  had  opened  so  auspi- 
ciously. The  anxious  father,  therefore,  was  left  to 
surmise  that  something  was  amiss,  to  trust  that  it 
might  be  no  worse  than  a  lovers'  quarrel,  and  to 
rejoice  that,  at  all  events,  wet  weather  did  not  appa- 
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rently  affect  his  son  as  it  affected  him,  with  an 
intense  longing  to  fly  the  country. 

Meanwhile,  his  gallant  efforts  to  make  the  time 
pass  were  so  far  rewarded  that  Arthur  remained  with 
him  to  enliven  his  solitude,  and  towards  evening  they 
were  both  cheered  up  a  little  by  the  appearance  and 
slow  diffusion  of  a  red  glow  through  the  outer  mists. 
Summer  gales,  like  the  sorrows  of  youth,  are  very 
bad  and  look  very  hopeless  while  they  last ;  but  they 
don't,  as  a  rule,  last  long.  Before  Arthur  went  to 
bed  that  night  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the 
stars  shining  down  out  of  a  cloudless  sky,  and  per- 
haps, seeing  that  he  had  now  been  miserable  for  no 
less  than  forty-eight  hours,  it  was  only  natural  that 
he  should  accept  this  as  the  omen  of  a  brighter 
morrow. 

Well,  the  morrow,  so  far  as  Nature  was  concerned, 
proved  as  bright  as  could  be  desired ;  there  was  no 
need  for  mackintoshes  or  thick  boots  ;  nor  could  any 
of  the   neighbours  decently  abstain  from   attending 
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the  service  of  the  Estabhshed  Church,  save  those  who, 
like  Miss  Hamersley,  professed  another  form  of  creed, 
and  the  very  few  who,  like  her  father,  had  shaken 
themselves  free  of  creeds  altogether.  And,  of  course, 
the  absence  of  Miss  Hamersley  was  as  little  a  source 
of  regret  to  Arthur  as  the  presence  of  Lord  and  Lady 
Braunton,  accompanied  by  various  smart-looking 
visitors,  was  one  of  pleasure.  It  was  not  at  those 
fashionable  folks  that  he  peered  through  his  fingers 
when  he  ought  to  have  been  saying  his  prayers ;  it 
was  not  their  somewhat  expressionless  countenances 
that  he  furtively  scanned  during  Mr.  Latimer's  pro- 
tracted homily ;  and  if  the  calm  face  which  he  did  so 
persistently  scrutinize  betrayed  no  consciousness  of 
his  vicinity — if,  when  their  eyes  chanced  to  meet  at 
last,  she  immediately  averted  hers,  that  did  not 
necessarily  imply  that  she  regarded  him  as  beneath 
notice.  At  least,  he  hoped  that  it  did  not.  On  that 
fresh,  sunshiny  morning  he  could  not  help  hoping; 
he  could  not  believe  that  his  plea  to  be  allowed  just 
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one  more  chance  would  be  disdainfully  rejected.  He 
could  not,  at  any  rate,  think  that  she  would  deny  him 
the  opportunity  of  advancing  that  plea. 

His  opportunity  came  to  him  with  so  little  delay 
and  so  little  hindrance  that  he  was  in  the  midst  of 
a  most  humble  and  contrite  confession  before  he  had 
well  realized  his  luck  in  having  been  left  to  escort 
Miss  Meynell  home.  His  father  had  sauntered  off 
with  the  Braunton  Towers  people.  The  Colonel  had 
been  buttonholed  and  led  away  by  Mrs.  Latimer  ;  he 
himself  had  lingered  until  the  remainder  of  the  con- 
gregation had  dispersed  and  Miss  Meynell  had  closed 
the  harmonium,  and  now  he  was  walking  beside  her 
through  the  woods,  while  she  listened  in  silence  to 
his  self-denunciation. 

'  But  indeed  I  don't  quite  understand  what  it  is 
that  you  think  you  have  done,'  she  said  at  length, 
with  a  look  of  amused  wonder.  '  Your  cousin  was 
rather  rude,  and  tried  to  laugh  you  out  of  countenance ; 
but   as  3'ou  carried  Sally  Cribbets  home  in  spite  of 
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her,  and  as  you  gave  her  practical  proof  that  you 
were  not  ashamed  of  carrying  a  ragged  child ' 

'  But  that's  just  what  I  didn't  give  her,'  interrupted 
Arthur.  '  Of  course  I  couldn't  drop  the  child,  but  I 
showed  as  plainly  as  possible  that  I  was  ashamed — 
and  you  know  I  did.  Why  I  should  have  felt  ashamed 
I  can't  explain :  I  suppose  it  must  have  been  a  sort  of 
temporary  insanity,  sent  upon  me  as  a  punishment  for 
my  vain  boasting.  When  I'm  in  my  right  mind,  I 
don't  care  a  bit  whether  my  cousin  laughs  at  me  or 
not — as  I  told  you  the  other  day.  I  don't  really  care 
what  anybody  thinks  of  me,  except  you.  And  yet  I 
must  needs  make  myself  into  the  perfect  picture  of  a 
shamefaced  idiot  before  you,  of  all  people  in  the 
w^orld !  I  can't  account  for  it ;  I  can  only  implore 
you  to  forgive  me.' 

Bhoda  turned  a  slightly  troubled  face  towards  her 
suppliant.  It  was  true  that  he  had  said  something 
very  like  this  once  before ;  but  repetition  adds 
emphasis    to    any   statement,   however    intrinsically 
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absurd,  and  she  felt  that  it  would  not  do  to  let  him 
think  he  could  say  just  exactly  what  he  pleased  to 
her.     So  she  answered  : 

*  I  have  nothing  to  forgive  you  for  that  I  know  of, 
Mr.  Foley.  As  far  as  I  can  recollect,  you  didn't  look 
nearly  so  foolish  as  you  seem  to  imagine ;  but  even  if 
you  had,  that  would  have  been  no  offence  against  me, 
would  it  ?' 

'  Oh,  of  course  I  didn't  mean  that  the  fact  of  my 
having  looked  a  fool  mattered  to  anybody  except 
myself,'  returned  Arthur,  in  a  rather  injured  tone; 
*  only  I  wanted — that  is,  I  hoped  you  might  be  able 
to  say  that  you  forgave  me  for  having  treated 
you  to  such  a  despicable  exhibition  immediately 
after  I  had  bragged  of  my  superiority  to  small  weak- 
nesses.' 

Ehoda  laughed.  '  If  you  say  much  more  about  it, 
I  shall  begin  to  think  that  you  are  not  superior  to  the 
weakness  of  making  mountains  out  of  mole-hills,'  she 
remarked.     '  After  all,  it  is  I,  not  you,  who  ought  to 
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be  apologizing ;  for  I  had  no  business  to  send  you  off 
as  I  did,  to  bear  the  brunt  of  Mrs.  Cribbets'  wrath. 
Oh,  and  that  reminds  me  to  ask  how  you  pacified 
her.  I  saw  her  for  a  minute  yesterday,  and  she  said 
you  were  a  real  gentleman.  I  do  hope  you  didn't 
give  her  money.' 

'  Well,  I  gave  her  five  shillings,'  Arthur  confessed  ; 
*  it  seemed  the  shortest  way  of  stopping  her  mouth.' 

*  Five  shillings !  Now  you  have  set  a  pretty  pre- 
cedent, and  you  may  apologize  to  me  as  much  as  you 
like  ;  I  shan't  attempt  to  check  you.  If  the  garments 
of  every  child  who  chooses  to  lie  down  in  a  pool  of 
salt  water  are  to  be  appraised  at  that  rate,  there  won't 
be  a  dry  thread  amongst  my  entire  flock  the  next 
time  that  I  take  them  out.' 

Probably  Miss  Meynell  was  not  sorry  to  be  furnished 
with  this  pretext  for  cutting  short  vows  of  penitence 
which  threatened  to  develop  into  vows  of  another 
nature.  Anyhow,  she  made  the  most  of  it,  and  went 
on  scolding  her  companion  until  the  Colonel,  released 
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at  last  from  the  volubility  of  Mrs.  Latimer,  caught 
them  up.  The  Colonel  must  have  walked  very  fast, 
and  must  have  mtended  to  catch  them  up ;  for, 
notwithstanding  the  hard  condition  in  which  he 
always  kept  himself,  he  was  a  little  out  of  breath. 
And,  instead  of  accompanying  the  pah'  on  their 
leisurely  progress  up  the  hill,  he  passed  his  arm 
through  Arthur's,  saying : 

'  You'll  keep  your  father  waiting  for  lunch  if  you 
don't  turn,  won't  you  ?  I'll  see  you  a  bit  of  the  way 
back ;  I  rather  want  to  say  a  word  or  two  to  you.' 

This  sounded  so  much  more  like  a  command  than 
a  suggestion,  that  Arthur's  reluctance  to  comply  with 
it  did  not  prevent  him  from  domg  as  he  was  told.  A 
mmute  later  he  had  taken  leave  of  Rhoda,  and  no 
sooner  was  she  out  of  earshot  than  Colonel  Meynell, 
as  his  custom  was,  came  straight  to  the  point. 

'Foley,'  said  he,  'I've  made  a  discovery  which  I 
ought  to  have  made  long  before  now.  At  all  events, 
I  ought  to  have  known  that  what  has  happened  was 
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the  likeliest  thing  in  the  world  to  happen.  I'm  not 
blaming  anybody  but  myself,  mind ;  only  it's  quite 
necessary  that  we  should  come  to  an  understanding 
about  this.  You  have  lost  your  heart  to  my  sister ; 
isn't  that  so  ?' 

Arthur  was  so  taken  aback  by  this  sudden  and 
altogether  unexpected  attack  that  he  simply  replied, 
*  Yes,  I  have.' 

*  Ah,  well,  my  dear  fellow,  it  won't  do.  There's  no 
use  in  beating  about  the  bush;  I  must  tell  you  at 
once  that  I  can't  let  anything  of  that  sort  go  on/ 

'  Why  not  ?'  gasped  Arthur,  still  half  stupefied. 

*  Why,  because  you  have  no  position  and  no  pro- 
fession, and  because,  if  you'll  excuse  my  saying  so, 
you  are  nothing  but  a  boy.  Don't  tell  me  that  your 
father  would  make  you  a  sufficient  allowance  to  marry 
upon.  He  might,  or  he  might  not,  be  so  unwise ;  but 
if  he  were  to  allow  you  two  thousand  a  year,  that 
wouldn't  affect  my  decision  for  a  moment.  I  don't 
want  Khoda  to  be  a  rich  woman — neither  she  nor  I 
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value  the  luxuries  of  life — but  I  do  want  her,  when 
she  marries,  to  take  a  man  whose  character  is  formed 
and  who  has  shown  in  some  mimistakable  manner  or 
other  what  he  is  made  of.  You,  for  the  present,  are 
an  unknown  quantity,  and  the  chances  are  that  you 
will  remain  an  unknown  quantity  for  a  good  many 
years  to  come.  That's  why  I  say  that  you  won^t  do  : 
it  isn't  that  I  dislike  you,  or  think  badly  of  you.' 

Arthur  had  by  this  time  so  far  collected  his  scattered 
wits  that  he  was  able  to  remark : 

*  If  everybody  held  your  views,  there  would  be  very 
few  marriages.  I  haven't  spoken — I  haven't  thought 
of  daring  to  speak  to  Miss  Meynell  yet.' 

'  I  should  think  not !'  interjected  the  Colonel. 

'  No ;  but  supposing  that  I  had  spoken,  and 
supposing  that — well,  that  she  hadn't  refused  me,  it 
would  be  rather  hard  lines,  surely,  that  I  should  be 
sent  to  the  right-about  by  you  for  no  other  reason 
than  that  I  may  turn  out  to  be  a  scoundrel  some  day. 
JBecause  that's  what  you  mean,  I  presume.' 

VOL.  I.  13 
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'  You  may  call  it  hard  lines,  if  you  like.  I  dare  say 
I  should  have  called  it  hard  lines  at  your  age.  But 
you  see,  it's  my  duty  to  think  of  my  sister  rather 
than  of  you,  and  if  I  have  to  be  hard  upon  you,  I 
can't  help  it.  Not  that,  in  my  opinion,  you  are  at  all 
likely  to  turn  out  a  scoundrel ;  you're  much  more 
likely  to  turn  out  a  useless  and  comparatively  harm- 
less member  of  the  community.  However,  I  don't 
pretend  to  prophesy  what  you  are  going  to  be.  If 
you  won't  'quarrel  with  me  for  my  brutality,  I'll  try 
and  help  you  to  be  something  or  other.' 

Arthur's  eyes  brightened.  '  Do  you  mean  that, 
though  you  couldn't  approve  of  your  sister's  marrying 
me  now,  you  wouldn't  oppose  an  engagement  after 
you  were  a  little  better  acquainted  with  me  ?'  he 
asked.  '  You  know.  Colonel,  it  isn'fc  my  fault  that  we 
aren't  better  acquainted.  Heaven  knows  I  don't 
want  to  quarrel  with  you,  and  I've  done  all  I  could  to 
convince  you  that  the  very  last  thing  I  wish  to  be  is  a 
useless  member  of  the  community ;  'but  it  seems  to 
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me  that  you  have  snubbed  me  from  the  first,  and  I 
can't  quite  see  T\-hy.'  , 

'  Have  I  snubbed  you  ?  I  didn't  intend  to  do  that ; 
but  when  one  sees  a  man  gaily  trottmg  up  to  a  six- 
foot  wall,  with  the  idea  of  clearing  it  at  one  bound, 
it's  only  common  charity  to  stand  in  front  of  him  and 
wave  one's  arms.  No,  my  dear  fellow,  I  can't  give 
the  conditional  promise  that  you're  trying  to  ext':.rfc 
from  me.  It  wouldn't  be  fair  to  Ehoda,  and  I'm  not 
sm'e  that  it  would  even  be  fair  to  you.' 

'  But  what  is  it  that  you  demand,  then  ?'  Arthur 
asked  despairingly.  *Are  you  forbidding  me  to  see 
your  sister  again '?' 

The  Colonel  smiled.  'Oh  no ;  I'm  not  such  an 
ass  as  to  issue  orders  which  I  could  hardly  enforce, 
and  what  I  have  said  is  rather  a  warnmg  than  a 
prohibition.  Certainly,  if  I  were  you,  I  shouldn't 
stay  here  much  longer.  I  should  take  up  some 
profession  or  trade,  whether  my  father  encouraged 
me  or  not,  and  I  should  endeavour  to  become  a  man. 
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But  that's  merely  advice.  I  can't  drive  you  out  of 
the  place,  and  I  don'i;wish  to  cause  general  discomfort 
by  asking  you  to  cease  your  visits  to  us  ;  only,  after 
what  I  have  thought  it  right  to  say,  I  am  sure  I  may 
trust  you  to  exercise  a  little  self-denial.  My  sister,  I 
know,  looks  upon  you  as  a  real  friend,  and  you  can't 
wish  to  distress  and  annoy  her  by  letting  her  see  that 
you  would  like  to  be  something  more.' 

'Am  I  bound  to  take  your  word  for  it  that  she 
would  be  distressed  and  annoyed  if  she  were  to  find 
out  that  I  loved  her  ?  Very  likely  she  doesn't  care  a 
bit  for  me.  I  don't  suppose  she  does  care  a  bit ; 
still,  nothing  is  absolutely  impossible,  and ' 

'  Oh,  excuse  me  ;  there  are  plenty  of  impossibilities, 
moral  and  physical.  It  isn't  a  question  of  whether 
Khoda  is  right  or  wrong,  wise  or  foolish,  in  taking 
her  cue  from  me  in  all  things  ;  but  you  must  have 
noticed  that  she  does  so,  and  I  have  told  you  candidly 
what  my  views  are.  Now  I  must  be  off.  I  haven't 
been  particularly  tender  with  you,  I  know ;  but  what 
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is  the  good  of  tenderness  when  an  operation  has  to  be 
performed  ?  The  kindest  thing,  to  do  is  to  get  it  over 
quickly,  and  have  done  with  it.' 

So  saying,  the  Colonel  nodded  a  farewell,  turned  on 
his  heel,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight. 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

THE    PRIVILEGES   OF   RELATIONSHIP. 

Colonel  Meynell,  as  will  have  been  gathered  from 
his  method  of  dealing  with  a  potential  brother-in-law 
whom  he  considered  ineligible,  had  the  defects 
belonging  to  his  good  qualities.  It  is  all  very  well  to 
be  honest  and  downright,  to  make  no  mystery  about 
your  wishes,  and  even,  when  the  occasion  seems  to 
require  it,  to  state  your  intentions  peremptorily ;  but 
unless  you  happen  to  be  the  Chief  of  the  State  in  an 
absolute  monarchy,  such  a  line  of  conduct  is  open  to 
the  objection  that  it  challenges  resistance.  He  had, 
indeed,  mentioned  that  his  words  were  to  be  taken 
rather  as  a  warning  than  as  a  prohibition;  but  he 
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had  not  forgotten  to  add  that  his  sister  was  completely 
under  his  control,  and  it  was,  therefore,  hardly  to  be 
wondered  at  that  Arthur  Foley,  marching  off  towards 
St.  Ann's  with  knitted  brows  and  flushed  cheeks, 
should  have  muttered  to  himself,  'We'll  see  about 
that !' 

What  man  with  an  ounce  of  spirit  in  him  would 
submit  to  be  brushed  aside  after  that  cool,  incidental 
fashion  ? — as  though  he  and  his  pretensions  were 
scarcely  worthy  of  being  seriously  discussed !  *  It 
may  suit  him  to  call  me  a  boy  and  treat  me  like  a 
boy,'  Arthur  thought;  'but  I'm  not  bound  to  accept 
any  position  that  he  is  pleased  to  assign  to  me,  and  if 
I  am  to  be  dismissed,  it  shall  not  be  by  him.  Of 
course  he  has  a  right  to  raise  objections,  and  of 
course  it  is  against  me  that  I  have  no  profession,  for 
the  present,  and  no  money  of  my  own ;  still,  I  have 
a  right  to  ask  Ehoda  whether  she  thinks  those 
objections  insuperable.  In  short,  I  have  a  right  to 
ask  her  whether  she  loves  me  or  not.' 


20O         ^  SAINT  ANN'S 

Perhaps  he  had  ;  but  was  the  exercise  of  that  right 
likely  to  bring  him  anything  save  swift  discomfiture  ? 
Had  Ehoda  ever  given  him  the  faintest  excuse  for 
imagining  that  she  loved  him?  Had  the  Colonel 
been  over-boastful  in  asserting  that  it  was  her  habit 
to  take  her  cue  from  her  despotic  brother  in  all 
things  ?  Arthur  had  to  answer  these  questions  in  the 
negative,  and  very  gatling  it  was  to  him  to  be 
compelled  to  do  so.  He  was  not  beaten  yet,  and  he 
did  not  mean  to  yield  tamely  without  a  struggle  ; 
only  he  knew  that  it  would  be  sheer  madness  to 
descend  forthwith  into  the  lists  and  invite  his  own 
overthrow.  He  had  not  counted  upon  being  dis- 
covered so  soon :  he  had  looked  forward  to  a 
prolonged  courtship  and  a  gradual  winning — if  that 
might  be — of  the  love  which  he  could  not  flatter 
himself  that  he  had  as  yet  even  begun  to  win. 

Well,  he  had  made  no  promises,  he  had  undertaken 
po  obligations,  he  was  free  to  come  and  go,  as  hereto- 
fore.    But  perhaps  what  galled  him  rather  more  than 
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the  somewhat  disdainful  disregard  which  had  been 
shown  of  such  precautions,  and  what  kritated  him  a 
Httle  against  Rhoda  herself,  as  well  as  against  the 
Colonel,  was  his  conviction  that,  with  her,  her  brother 
would  always  come  first.  Happen  what  might,  she 
would  never  disobey  that  infallible  being ;  she  would 
always  think  that  he  must  be  right.  Then,  too, 
recalling  their  interrupted  colloquy,  it  seemed  to  hun 
that,  for  all  her  kindliness,  she  had  made  almost  too 
light  of  what  had  been  a  serious  matter  enough  to 
him.  He  would  have  been  better  pleased  if  she  had 
confessed  to  having  been  disappointed  in  him,  and  had 
then  accorded  him  her  pardon. 

'But  there  it  is!'  ejaculated  Arthur,  flicking  angrily 
at  the  wayside  bracken  with  his  stick  ;  '  the  Colonel 
is  quite  right ;  she  takes  her  cue  from  him,  and  thinks 
what  he  thinks.  I  dare  say  he  speaks  to  her  of  me 
as  a  boy,  and  she  sets  me  down  as  a  boy  accordingly. 
Not  a  bad  sort  of  boy;  perhaps,  but  far  too  juvenile  to 
be  contemplated  in   the  light  of   a  possible  lover  or 
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husband.     It's   really  rather  ridiculous,   considering 
what  my  actual  age  is  !' 

Thus  it  was  in  a  mental  state  of  mortification  and 
rebellion,  as  well  as  discouragement,  that  Arthur  sat 
down  to  partake  of  the  cold  luncheon  which  the 
servants  at  St.  Ann's  had  reluctantly  consented  to 
substitute  for  the  cold  Sunday  dinner  of  the  late  Miss 
Lee's  regime.  Mr.  Foley,  cheered  by  the  change  in 
the  weather  and  reassured  by  the  young  man's  tardy 
arrival,  the  cause  of  which  he  rightly  divined,  was 
inclined  to  be  chatty,  and  had  a  good  deal  to  say 
about  Lady  Braunton's  visitors,  to  several  of  whom 
he  had  been  introduced  ;  but  Arthur  could  neither 
listen  nor  respond.  He  replied  absent-mindedly  or  at 
cross-purposes,  and  at  length  startled  his  father  by 
asking  abruptly : 

*  What  does  one  do  to  get  the  agency  of  an  estate  ? 
Does  it  require  a  long  apprenticeship  and  knowledge 
of  farming  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ?' 

*  I  should  think  it  did,  but,  really,  I  can't  give  you 
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much  information  upon  the  subject;  I  have  lived  so 
long  out  of  England,  and  I  know  so  little  about  the 
way  in  which  large  estates  are  managed,'  answered 
Mr.  Foley,  looking  very  blank.  '  Surely  you  haven't 
taken  it  into  your  head  that  you  would  like  to  be 
somebody's  agent !' 

'  Oh,  it  was  only  an  idea  ;  I  dare  say  it  was  an 
absurd  one.  As  you  know,  I  should  like  to  be  some- 
thing, and  there  are  so  very  few  things  that  I  can  be 
now!' 

Mr.  Foley  sighed,  and  shifted  uneasily  in  his 
chair. 

'  I  suppose,'  he  began,  '  Colonel  Mej'nell  has  been 
saying  something  to  unsettle  your  mind.  Well, 
Colonel  Meynell  is  an  exceedingly  wise  x>ersonage,  no 
doubt;  still ' 

'I  don't  think  he  is  so  exceptionally  wise,'  inter- 
rupted Arthur,  '  and  certainly  he  has  been  saying 
nothing  to  me  this  rhorning  beyond  what  any  fool 
might  say.     It  doesn't  take   a  Solomon   to  discover 
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that  a  man  who  has  no  calling  hardly  deserves  to  be 
called  a  man.' 

He  repented  of  his  rudeness  and  petulance  as  soon 
as  he  had  retreated  into  the  garden  and  had  lighted  a 
cigarette ;  he  was  not  given  to  breaking  out  after  that 
fashion,  and  he  recognised  the  futility  of  such  out- 
breaks. 

But  he  did  not  return  to  the  house  and  apologize, 
because  that,  he  thought,  would  have  been  more  futile 
still.  He  could  not  apologize  without  explaining,  and 
most  assuredly  he  couldn't  explain. 

After  gazing  discontentedly  for  some  little  time 
at  the  charming  prospect  of  sea  and  coast  which  lay 
beneath  him,  and  after  mentally  surveying  his  own 
prospects,  which  were  entirely  devoid  of  charm,  he 
decided  all  of  a  sudden  that  he  would  walk  down  to 
Bridstow  and  call  on  the  Hamersleys.  He  no  longer 
dreaded  Lola's  mockery,  and  he  was  in  such  a  com- 
bative mood  that  he  asked  for  nothing  better  than  to 
be  attacked  by  her,  and  to  show  his  teeth  in  acknow- 
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ledgment  of  her  attack.  Did  she,  by  any  chance, 
imagine  that  she  had  frightened  him  away  ? 

If  she  was  under  that  erroneous  impression,  she 
considerately  refrained  from  intimating  as  much 
when,  about  half  an  hour  later,  he  was  admitted  to 
her  presence.  He  found  her  extended  at  full  length 
upon  a  couch,  fannmg  herself  languidly,  as^usual, 
and  she  stretched  out  her  hand  to  him  without 
otherwise  altering  her  posture.  Having  pointed  to  a 
chair  and  requested  him  to  put  his  hat  and  stick 
somewhere  out  of  sight,  she  inquired  : 

'  Is  this  strictly  in  accordance  with  les  convenances  / 
I  only  ask  from  ignorance,  and  because  I  hope,  rather 
against  hope,  that  it  isn't.  In  France  it  wouldn't  be 
permissible  at  all.  I  am  all  alone,  you  see ;  for  my 
father  couldn't  prevail  upon  me  to  go  up  to  Braunton 
Towers  with  him,  and  it  is  scandalous  perhaps  that  I 
should  receive  a  young  man  in  his  absence  ?' 

Arthur  replied  that  it  wasn't  in  the  least  scan- 
•dalous;    in   England   it   was   always   an   understood 
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thing  that  cousinship  implied  all  sorts  of  rights  and 
privileges. 

'  So  I  feared.  It  is  a  pity ;  because,  for  my  own 
part,  faime  mieux  les  plats  poivres.  However,  one 
must  take  what  one  can  get.  Even  a  rice  pudding  is 
better  than  no  food  at  all,  and  I  was  almost  regretting, 
when  jovi  came  in,  that  I  had  declined  that  dusty 
walk.  For  the  rest,  I  know  that  you  have  a  taste  for 
rice  puddings.' 

*What  makes  you  say  that.  Miss  Hamersley?* 
Arthur  asked,  bristling  up  in  readiness  for  the  fray. 

*  Why  not  Lola  ?  Surely,  amongst  their  other 
privileges,  cousins  are  permitted  to  address  one 
another  by  their  Christian  names.  I  intend,  anyhow, 
to  call  you  by  yours.  Arthur — it  is  a  pretty  name.' 
She  repeated  it  several  times,  using  the  English  and 
French  pronunciation  alternately,  and,  in  truth,  it 
had  so  pretty  a  sound,  coming  from  her  lips,  that  its 
owner,  for  some  reason  or  other,  felt  the  beating  of 
his  heart  accelerated  as  he  listened  to  it. 
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Doubtless  that  was  why  he  straightened  himself  in 
his  chair  and  said  briskly : 

*  "W'ell,  it  doesn't  much  matter  what  you  call  me ; 
for  I  suppose  you  find  it  as  easy  to  laugh  at  an 
Arthm*  as  at  a  Tom,  Dick,  or  Harry.  My  chief 
reason  for  coming  here  this  afternoon  was  to  tell  you 
that  you  will  be  at  liberty  to  laugh  at  me  as  much  as 
ever  you  choose  in  the  future.  You  won't  score 
a  second  time  as  you  did  the  other  day.' 

She  turne'd  her  great  languid  eyes  upon  him. 

'  So  you  have  plodded  down  in  the  heat  and  the 
dust  only  to  tell  me  that.  What  a  compliment ! 
and  what  a  proof  of  genuine  indifference  !' 

'Well,  I  wanted  to  know  you,'  answered  Arthur, 
sHghtly  disconcerted.  '  Naturally,  I  didn't  like  being 
made  to  look  as  if  I  was  ashamed  of  what  I  was 
doing ;  but  I  wasn't  really  ashamed  of  it,  and  I  dare 
say  I  shouldn't  have  looked  so,  if  I  hadn't  been  taken 
by  surprise.  Next  time  I  shall  be  prepared  for  you  ; 
I  shall  know  that  it  is  your  habit,  when  you  chance 
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upon  any  friend  of  yours  performing  an  act  of  ordinary 
humanity,  to  greet  him  with  loud  guffaws.' 

'Allans — ho)i!  If  that  is  a  specimen  of  cousinly 
language,  we  shall  amuse  ourselves  together,  you  and 
I.  Never  before  have  I  heard  my  laughter  described 
as  a  guffaw ;  on  the  contrary,  I  have  always  been 
given  to  understand  that  its  heartiness  and  silvery 
ring  atoned  to  some  extent  for  its  rarity.  With  you 
in  the  neighbourhood,  it  will  soon  be  free  of  the 
reproach  of  being  rare,  please  Heaven !' 

Then,  without  allowing  him  time  to  utter  the  sharp 
rejoinder  which  was  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue,  she 
swiftly  changed  her  tone  and  her  tactics. 

'  There,  that  is  enough  !'  she  cried.  '  We  are  not 
s.  couple  of  children  to  settle  our  disputes  by  slapping 
one  another's  faces,  and  then  embracing — unfortu- 
nately. What  amends  can  I  make  ?  I  own  that  I 
behaved  abominably,  shamefully,  and  that  there 
was  no  excuse  for  me.     Will  that  do  ?' 

She  swung  her  feet  off  the  sofa  and  faced  him  in 
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a  sitting  posture,  placing  the  tips  of  her  white  fingers 
together  and  smiling  upon  him.  In  that  attitude  she 
was  irresistibly  lovely.  The  senses  of  no  man,  how- 
ever heart-whole,  could  have  failed  to  be  reached  in 
some  degree  by  the  witchery  of  her  beauty,  and 
Arthur,  as  has  been  mentioned  before,  was  rather 
more  liable  to  be  affected  by  such  influences  than  the 
ordinary  run  of  youths.  Of  course  he  accepted  her 
apology;  of  course  he,  on  his  side,  had  to  ask  pardon 
for  his  roughness  and  his  readiness  to  take  offence. 
He  was  confused,  gratified,  perhaps  a  little  dazzled ; 
and  all  the  time  he  knew  perfectly  well  that  she  was 
making  a  fool  of  him  again,  or  trying  to  make  a  fool 
of  him — though,  to  be  sure,  this  was  a  more  excellent 
way  than  the  other. 

After  a  few  seconds  she  removed  her  eyes  from  his 
(he  had  an  odd  sensation  of  being  released  as  she  did 
so),  and  resumed  her  recumbent  pose. 

'And  now,'  said  she,  'shall  I  tell  you  something 
which   will   put   the   finishing-touch   to   your    good- 

VOL.   I.  14 
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humour  ?  I  did  not  laugh  at  you  that  day  because 
you  appeared  to  me  ridiculous — far  from  it !  To 
speak  truthfully,  I  thought  you  looked  very  tall  and 
strong  and  handsome,  carrying  that  disabled  child — 
quite  a  study  for  a  picture.  No;  I  laughed  in  the 
hope  of  vexing  your  priggish  little  friend,  Miss 
Meynell.     You  will  allow  that  she  is  priggish.' 

'  No,  I  won't ;  and  I  don't  think  you  succeeded  in 
vexing  her,  either,'  returned  Arthur  loyally. 

*  No,  I  was  not  successful;  it  was 'a  false  move. 
Nevertheless  she  is  a  prig,  and  it  is  silly  of  you  to 
adore  her.  Women  of  her  sort  were  never  made  to 
be  adored.' 

^*I  don't  know,'  Arthur  began,  'why  you  should 
take  it  for  granted ' 

*  Oh,  come,  since  we  are  cousins,  let  us  at  least  be 
frank  !  After  all,  if  I  grudge  her  her  lover,  it  is  not 
because  I  covet  him  for  myself.  You  have  already 
told  me  that  I  have  no  fascinations  for  you — c'est 
entendu!    But  I  like  you  well  enough  to  be  sorry  that 
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you  should  worship  a  cold  little  saint  who  is  only  fit 
for  a  stained-glass  window,  and  who,  besides,  has 
neither  will  nor  feelings  of  her  own.  She  is  a  devout 
Catholic  who  has  lost  her  way;  the  mere  shadow  and 
•echo  of  her  brother,  who  will  always  be  her  s^Diritual 
director.' 

'  You  don't  ]>:now  much  about  her,'  observed  Arthur 
quietly. 

But  although  he  was  resolved  neither  to  discuss 
Miss  Meynell  behmd  her  back  nor,  so  far  as  in  him 
lay,  to  permit  any  discussion  of  her  m  his  presence, 
he  could  not  help  feelmg  that  the  above  criticism  was 
justified  by  facts.  Perhaps  also  he  was  unconsciously 
tiattered  by  the  interest  which  his  cousin  took  in  hiin 
and  by  the  voiw  evident  exertions  which  she  was 
making  for  his  entertainment.  Seldom,  indeed,  was 
it — and  this  he  already  half  knew  and  half  conjec- 
tured— that  Lola  troubled  herself  to  talk  as  much  as 
she  did  that  afternoon. 

For  the  rest,  she  soon  quitted  a  subject  upon  which 
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she  had  said  all  that  could  be  usefully  or  prudently 
said  at  the  time.  She  began  to  tell  him  about  her 
experiences  of  London  society,  about  life  at  distant 
Eio,  about  the  humours  of  a  Parisian  boarding-school, 
and  the  occasional  escapades  which  had  rendered  her 
sojourn  at  one  of  those  establishments  memorable  to 
herself  and  others.  Apparently  she  had  been  a  rather 
troublesome  young  lady,  and  it  might  be  surmised 
that  she  was  still  destined  to  give  a  good  deal  of 
trouble  to  those  closely  connected  with  her  ;  but  there 
was  an  easy  candour  about  her  disjointed  reminiscences. 

which   seemed   almost  equivalent  to  innocence,  and 

she   was   undeniably   amusing.      So   much  so,   that 

Arthur  was  quite  amazed  when  he  consulted  his  watch 

and  found  that  it  was  nearly  six  o'clock. 

*  Good   gracious!'   he  exclaimed,    *I  had  no  idea. 

that  it  was  so  late.     I  must  be  off.' 

'  Tired  of    my  company?'  Lola  inquired,  turning 

her  head  slowly  upon  the  cushion  which  supported  it, 

so  as  to  look  at  him. 
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'  Of  course  not ;  but  I  am  afraid  you  must  be  more 
than  tired  of  mine.' 

'  Oh,  I  should  have  requested  you  to  relieve  me  of 
it  before  now  if  I  had  wanted  you  to  go  ;  didn't  we 
agree  that  there  was  to  be  no  ceremony  between 
cousins  ?  TMiat  I  was  thinkmg  that  I  would  request 
jou  to  do  was  to  take  me  out  for  a  walk.  It  isn't  so 
hot  now,  and  I  should  like  a  breath  of  fresh  air.  But 
vou  have  some  other  engagement,  perhaps  "?' 

Well,  it  was  not  exactly  an  engagement ;  but  it  had 
come  to  be  a  pretty  well  understood  thing  that  he 
should  put  in  an  appearance  at  evening  service.  The 
Colonel  liked  him  to  be  there ;  his  attendance  was 
supposed  to  act  as  an  incentive  to  certain  recalcitrant 
young  men,  who,  if  they  did  not  go  to  church  on 
Sunday  evening,  were  apt  to  employ  their  leisure  in 
attentions  to  the  other  sex  which  did  not  tend  to 
edification,  and  his  absence  would,  he  knew,  be  re- 
marked. But  now  something — a  rebellious  incUna- 
tion  to  assert  himself,  it  may  be,  or  possibly  a  more 
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laudable  disinclination  to  refuse  a  lady's  request — 
made  him  reflect  that,  after  all,  he  was  not  Colonel 
Meynell's  slave,  and  he  answered  : 

*  No  ;  I  am  quite  at  your  orders.  I  generally  go  to 
church  at  half-past  six ;  but  I  shall  give  myself  a. 
holiday  this  evening.  Which  way  would  you  like  to 
walk  ?     It  will  be  shady  under  the  cliffs  by  this  time.' 

*  Decidedly,  my  dear  Arthur,'  observed  Miss- 
Hamersley,  as  she  rose  with  much  deliberation,. 
.*  you    are   a   cousin   of   the   right    sort.      I   had  my 

doubts  of  it  a  short  time  ago,  but  you  have  removed 
them.  It  is  too  amiable  of  you  to  dispense  with  a. 
sermon  for  my  sake,  and  I  am  too  selfish  to  decline 
the  sacrifice.  I  will  go  and  put  on  my  hat ;  we 
can  decide  where  to  walk  when  we  are  out  of  the 
house.' 


CHAPTER   XII. 

A   CRISIS. 

Arthur  had  had  but  Httle  experience  of  feminine 
perversity,  or  he  would  hardly  have  made  that 
innocent  remark  about  the  shade  obtainable  beneath 
the  cliffs.  On  the  other  hand,  it  is  likely  enough 
that  Lola  would  have  marched  him  up  to  the  church- 
door  even  if  he  had  not  betrayed  his  unwillingness 
to  walk  in  that  direction  ;  for  the  opportunity  was 
really  too  tempting  a  one  to  be  neglected.  She  was 
too  indolent  to  be  malicious,  too  supremely  self- 
confident  to  be  jealous,  perhaps  also  too  indifferent 
to  the  ultimate"  fate  of  this  good-looking  boyish 
cousin  of  hers  to  care  as  much  as  she  professed  to  do 
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whether  he  ended  by  falling  a  victim  to  Miss  Meynell 
or  not.  But  she  liked  to  be  amused,  and  her  im- 
pression was  that  it  would  be  a  good  deal  more 
amusing  to  parade  Arthur  under  the  eyes  of  his 
church-going  friends  than  to  sit  beside  him  upon  a 
hard  rock  and  watch  the  advancing  or  retreating 
tide.  His  friends,  she  felt  sure,  would  be  more  or 
less  shocked,  and  he,  unless  she  was  very  much 
mistaken  in  him,  would  look  comically  sheepish 
under  their  scrutiny. 

Both  of  these  amiable  anticipations  were  fulfilled 
when  she  had  carried  her  point — as,  of  course,  she 
was  bound  to  do — and  had  led  the  reluctant  Arthur 
as  far  as  the  entrance  of  the  churchyard  just  in  time 
to  meet  Colonel  and  Miss  Meynell,  and  Lord  Braunton, 
who  were  carrying  Prayer-books  in  their  hands. 
Fortune,  indeed,  was  more  kind  to  her  than  she  had 
dared  to  expect,  inasmuch  as  Lord  Braunton  (whose 
usual  dinner-hour  was  eight  o'clock,  and  who  had 
guests  to  entertain)  was  of  the  party.     To  see  Lord 
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Braunton  redden,  start,  and  peer  anxiously  through 
his  spectacles  first  at  her,  and  then  at  her  companion, 
was  almost  better  fun  than  to  note  the  regretful 
surprise  of  the  priggish  young  woman,  the  puzzled, 
interrogative  glance  which  Colonel  Meynell  shot  from 
beneath  swiftly-lowered  e^^ebrows  at  his  disciple,  and 
Arthur's  own  half  downcast,  half-defiant  mien. 

Her  enjoyment  of  the  situation  which  she  had 
contrived  was,  however,  naturally  brief,  and  the 
persons  concerned  therein  behaved  themselves  with 
the  conventional  propriety  which  was  inevitable. 
Nobody  asked  Arthur  whether  he  was  commg  to 
church,  it  being  perfectly  clear  that  that  was  not 
his  intention ;  nobody  asked,  though  doubtless  every- 
body wondered,  why  he  had  selected  so  ostentatious 
a  method  of  making  it  known  that  he  preferred  to 
take  a  walk  with  his  cousin  ;  and  Lord  Braunton  only 
smiled  as  pleasantly  as  he  could  when  the  mistress  of 
his  fate  essayed  to  provoke  him  by  exclaiming  : 

'  How   unflattering  you   are !      You   find   time   to 
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asphyxiate  yourself  for  an  hour  and  a  half  in  a  stuffy 
church,  but  you  are  too  busy  to  call  upon  a  humble 
friend  who,  as  you  knew,  was  left  all  alone  for  a 
whole  Sunday  afternoon.' 

*  You  don't  seem  so  very  much  alone,'  was  his 
lordship's  rejoinder.  'Besides,  we  expected  you  to 
come  up  to  us  with  your  father.  When  he  arrived 
without  you,  I  concluded  that  you  didn't  want  to  be 
bothered  with  us.' 

Miss  Meynell  had  only  paused  for  a  moment  on  her 
way  to  take  her  place  at  the  harmonium ;  her  brother 
had  followed  her ;  and,  as  the  bell  now  ceased  ringing, 
Lord  Braunton  was  fain  to  take  off  his  hat  and  do 
likewise.  He  carried  with  him  the  disturbing  echo  of 
a  slight  laugh,  and  of  an  imperfectly  caught  remark 
about  a  compulsory  change  of  partners. 

*  Why  did  you  say  that  ?'  Arthur  asked,  in  vexed 
accents,  as  he  turned  away. 

Lola  finished  a  deliberate  yawn  before  she  in- 
quired : 
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'  What  did  I  say  ?' 

'  You  know  very  well  what  you  said ;  and  it  wasn't 
— excuse  me — in  the  best  of  taste.  Perhaps  you  may 
be  Lord  Braunton's  acknowledged  partner — that's 
your  affair,  and  his — but  I'm  not  supposed  to  be  Miss 
Meynell's,  and  I  don't  think  she  would  have  liked  it  if 
she  had  heard  you  call  me  so.' 

'  Oh,  YOU  admu'able  young  man !  Wliy  were  you 
not  born  in  the  early  part  of  the  century,  to  figure  as 
the  hero  of  some  prim  lady  novelist  ?  Alas  !  they  are 
all  dead  and  gone — the  prim  lady  novelists,  their 
ringleted  readers,  the  Pauls  and  the  Virginias. 
Even  Miss  Meynell  can  hardly  be  counted  as  a  sur- 
vivor. Depend  upon  it,  when  she  goes  her  parochial 
rounds,  she  hears  things  called  by  their  names,  and  is 
not  shocked.  How  many  of  her  young  shop-women 
are  unprovided  with  partners,  do  you  suppose  ?  It 
would  be  the  lack  of  one,  not  the  possession  of  him, 
that  would  make  them  blush.' 

*  Miss     Meynell    isn't    a    shop- woman,'     returned 
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Arthur   crossly.      '  Besides,   of    course,   that   wasn't 
what  I  meant.' 

*  No?  Well,  never  mind !  we  won't  begin  quarrelling 
again,  and  it  shall  be  admitted,  if  you  like,  that  my 
taste  is  execrable.  All  the  same,  since  Miss  Meynell 
can't  hear  us,  I  will  confess  to  you,  in  strict  con- 
fidence, that  she  is  very  welcome  to  my  partner,  and 
that  I  am  glad  to  have  secured  hers,  for  once.' 

They  wandered  away  from  the  churchyard,  and 
presently  turning  into  one  of  the  shady  lanes  above 
the  town,  seated  themselves,  at  Lola's  suggestion, 
upon  a  sloping  bank,  overgrown  with  wild-flowers  and 
hart's- tongue  ferns.  The  young  man's  ill-humour 
was  not  of  long  duration.  After  all,  Khoda  must 
have  guessed  that  it  was  not  he  who  had  devised  that 
somewhat  awkward  encounter  on  the  threshold  of  the 
church,  even  if  she  did  not  also  guess  that  he  was 
not  only  walking  with  his  cousin  by  or  for  his  own 
pleasure.  Meanwhile,  it  really  was  pleasant  to  lie  at 
Lola's  feet  and  admire — as  who  could  help  admiring  ? 
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— her  grace  and  loveliness.  There  was  just  a  suspicion 
of  peril  about  it,  too. .  He  was  aware  of  that,  and  the 
consciousness  lent  zest  to  a  i)leasure  which  might 
otherwise  have  become  monotonous ;  for  she  seemed 
to  have  exhausted  her  conversational  powers  now. 
She  reclined  on  her  elbow,  gazing  sleepily  down  uj^on 

him,    letting   a  remark  fall   from  time  to   time  and 

* 

leaving  the  majority  of  his  unanswered.     Afterwards, 

when  it  became  necessary  that  he  should  make  certain 
excuses  for  himself,  he  ascribed  to  her  a  mesmeric 
power,  and  dated  the  exercise  of  it,  so  far  as  he  was 
concerned,  from  that  eveniug ;  but  for  the  moment 
he  went  no  farther  than  to  thank  Heaven,  as  he  had 
done  once  before,  that  his  heart  was  no  longer  his 
own  to  be  played  tricks  with. 

It  was  not  until  the  best  part  of  an  hour  had  thus 
insensibly  slipped  away  that  the  surrounding  stillness 
was  broken  by  a  sound  which  of  late  years  has  become 
somewhat  disagreeably  familiar  to  the  ears  of  most  of 
us — the  sharp  tiag-tiag  of  a  cyclist's  bell ;  and  imme- 
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diately  afterwards  two  red-faced  youths  swept  round 
the  corner,  with  their  legs  stretched  out  before  them, 
having  diverged  from  the  highroad,  to  which  one  of 
them  would  have  done  far  more  wisely  to  have  kept, 
for,  catching  sight  of  a  remarkably  pretty  girl  seated 
on  the  bank  at  his  elbow,  what  must  this  misguided 
young  man  do  but  address  a  jocularly  impertinent 
phrase  to  her  as  he  passed,  accompanying  his  saluta- 
tion with  a  kiss  of  his  hand  and  a  dexterously  flung 
bunch  of  wild-flowers,  which  alighted  on  her  knees. 
The  effect  was  prompt  and  startling.  In  an  instant 
Lola  was  standing  erect,  her  cheeks  white  and  her 
•eyes  blazing  with  anger.  Her  gesture,  as  she  pointed 
after  the  retreating  offender,  was  worthy  of  an  insulted 
queen. 

'  Catch  ihat  man  and  thrash  him  within  an  inch  of 
Jais  life  !'  she  cried. 

Well,  a  pedestrian  might  be  asked  to  perform  an 
easier  task  than  that  of  catching  a  man  on  a  bicycle 
who  is  going  downhill ;  but  Arthur,  who  «vas  himself 
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justly  incensed,  and  who  could  run  like  a  hare,  waited 
for  no  second  bidding.  He  was  soon  abreast  of  the 
culprit,  and  brought  him  to  a  standstill  by  calling 
out  : 

*  Put  up,  or  I'll  knock  that  machine  of  yours  from 
under  you  !' 

The  young  fellow  did  as  he  was  told.  He  was  a 
podgy,  round-faced  hobbledehoy — not  a  native  of 
Bridstow,  as  Arthur  saw  at  a  glance — and  as  for 
thrashing  him,  there  would  evidently  be  no  difficulty 
about  that,  should  such  an  extreme  measure  be  found 
necessary.  But  it  seemed  probable  that  a  breach  of 
the  peace  might  be  averted,  for,  after  a  few  words  had 
been  exchanged,  he  showed  himself  contrite  in  a 
.  sullen,  uncouth  fashion,  and  there  was  no  reason  to 
doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  statement,  that  he  Ixad  meant 
no  harm  and  '  didn't  think  that  the  lady  would  have 
took  offence  at  a  bit  0'  chaff.' 

'  That's  all  very  well,'  said  Arthur,  'but  you  fellows 
can't  be  alleged  to  make  a  public  nuisance  of  your- 
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selves  and  insult  ladies  in  this  way.     You  must  come 
back  with  me  and  make  a  proper  apology.' 

For  a  moment  the  lad  looked  half  inclined  to 
demur  ;  but,  receiving  no  support  from  his  comrade, 
who  obviously  wished  to  keep  out  of  a  row,  he  made 
a  sulky  sign  of  assent,  and  was  duly  led  up  to  Miss 
Hamersley,  who  did  not  deign  to  take  the  slightest 
notice  of  his  clumsy  expressions  of  regret. 

*  I  told  you,'  said  she  to  Arthur,  when  these  were  at 
an  end,  '  to  thrash  that  man.' 

'  But  he  has  begged  your  pardon  and  said  he  is 
sorry,'  Arthur  remonstrated ;  '  I  can't  very  well  punish 
him  after  that.     I  think  we  must  let  him  go  now.' 

Lola,  with  the  light  of  passion  still  unquenched  in 
her  eyes,  was  about  to  speak  again ;  but  she  was 
anticipated  by  the  dismounted  cyclist,  who  promptly 
pulled  off  his  coat  and  rolled  up  his  sleeves. 

*  Oh,  if  that's  your  game,  come  on !'  cried  he 
valiantly.  *  I  ain't  afraid  o'  no  bloomin'  swells ! 
Come  on,  unless  you're  afraid  yourself.' 
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'Nonsense!'  returned  Arthur  good-humouredly 
enou-gh  ;  '  put  on  your  coat  again  and  don't  be  silly. 
It's  very  evident  to  me  that  you  have  never  been 
taught  how  to  use  your  fists.' 

He  was  so  confident  of  his  own  superiority  in  that 
respect  to  his  would-be  antagonist  that  he  was  not 
roused  to  make  immediate  reprisals  by  a  furious, 
ill-directed  blow,  which  he  had  no  difliculty  in  avoid- 
ing ;  but  he  could  not  hold  out  against  Lola's  scornful 
ejaculation : 

'Had  you  not  better  apologize  to  this  terrible 
person  before  he  hurts  you  ?' 

An  instant  later  the  terrible  person  lay  prostrate  in 
the  dust,  all  the  valour  knocked  out  of  him,  alas  ! 
and  only  so  much  wrath  left  as  sufficed  to  produce  an 
undignified  splutter  of :  '  I'll  summons  you  for  this, 
see  if  I  don't !' 

'Oh,  very  well!'  returned  Arthur  impatiently. 
*  Here  is  my  card.  Summons  me,  or  do  anything  else 
you  like;  only  for  goodness'  sake  take  yourself  off  now!' 

VOL.    I.  15 
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He  was  disgusted  and  rather  ashamed  of  himself — 
not  a  little  displeased,  also,  with  Lola,  towards  w4iom 
his  back  was  tm^ned,  and  to  whom  he  did  not  choose 
to  speak,  while  his  vanquished  adversary  rose  slowly 
and  retreated,  muttering,  from  the  field  of  combat. 
But  presently  there  came  a  light  touch  upon  his 
shoulder,  and,  facing  about,  he  found  himself  con- 
fronted with  a  lady  who  no  longer  resembled  an  irate 
goddess.  The  thunder-clouds  had  rolled  away  from 
Lola's  brow^,  a  light  was  shining  in  her  eyes  such  as 
he  had  never  beheld  there  before,  her  lips  were 
curved  into  a  strange  smile,  of  which  the  meaning 
seemed  to  flash  into  his  brain  like  a  bewildering 
revelation. 

*How  strong  you  are!'  she  exclaimed  admiringly, 
and  then,  all  of  a  sudden  :  '  You  are  adorable — I 
adore  strength !' 

Was  he  right  or  wrong  in  the  interpretation  which 
he  placed  upon  her  words  and  looks  ?  That  is  a 
question  which  he  was  destined  to  ask  himself  many 
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times,  and  to  which  even  now  he  would  hesitate  to 
return  a  positive  reply,  one  way  or  the  other.     TVhat 
he  has  never  been  able,  and  never  will  be  able,  to 
explain  is  the  immediate  result  produced  upon  him  by 
both.     Sot,  to  be  sure,  that  he  would  be  the  first  man 
who  had  lost  his  head  under  similar  circumstances, 
nor  that  to  kiss  a   woman's  hand  after  losing  your 
head   can   be  accounted  an   imparalleled   experience. 
But  Arthur's  contention  (the  solace  of  which  may  be 
conceded  to  him  by  a  stretch  of  charity)  is  that  all  his 
proceedings  on  that  memorable  Sunday  evening,  from 
the   moment   when  his  cousin   touched  him  on  the 
shoulder,  were   purely  involimtary.     He  denies   that 
he   lost    sight   for   a   minute   of   the   absurdity,   the 
vulgarity,  the  total  inadequacy  of  the  scene  which  had 
just  been  brought  to  a  close  by  the  departure  of  the 
fallen  counter- jumper ;  he  will  not  allow  that  Lola's 
congratulations  upon  his   facile  victory  affected  him 
otherwise  than  with  a  feeling  of  ashamed  irritation ; 
nay,  he  asserts  that,  notwithstanding  the  astoimding 
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discovery  which  he  believed  himself  to  have  made,  he 
did  not  even  think  that  he  loved  Lola  when  he  raised 
her  fingers  to  his  lips.  However,  he  did  kiss  her 
fingers;  and  the  only  wonder  seems  to  be  that  he 
stopped  there. 

Probably  he  stopped  there  because  it  was  not  her 
wish  that  he  should  proceed  farther.  She  had,  it 
may  be  assumed,  obtained  as  much  as  she  wanted  for 
one  afternoon,  and  although  it  was  a  part  of  her 
nature  to  let  herself  be  swayed  by  occasional  gusts  of 
impulse,  she  seldom,  if  ever,  parted  with  all  control 
over  the  course  of  events.  When  she  dismissed  her 
cousin  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  declaring  that  she 
preferred  to  walk  the  rest  of  the  way  home  alone,  she 
had  said  nothing,  more  to  strengthen  his  faith  in  the 
discovery  above  referred  to. 

But  if  the  episode  which  has  just  been  described 
was  not  of  a  nature  to  cause  much  anxiety  to  Miss 
Lola  (who  was  scarcely  in  her  novitiate  respecting 
such  episodes),  it  was  quite   otherwise  with   Arthur 


A   CJ^/S/S  229 

Foley.     I'or  three  days  iii  succession  he  hid  himself 
sedulously  from  his  friends,  dreading  he  knew   not 
what,  slinking  down  to  the  quay  in  the  early  mornmg, 
and   spending   long   hours   in   fishing   for   mackerel, 
accompanied    by    old    Jacob    Luscombe,    while    he 
inwardly  cursed* his  weakness  and   mfidelity  with  a 
vehemence  which  was  perhaps  superfluous.     At  the 
expiration   of   that   period,    during   which   Lola   had 
made  no  sign,  nor   had  any  summons   been  served 
upon  him  at  the  instance  of  the  assaulted  bicyclist, 
he    began   to   hope   that   it   really   was   superfluous. 
After  all,  he  might  have  made  a  mistake.     Lola,  by 
her  own  confession,  was  an   accomplished  flirt ;  she 
was,   doubtless,   able   at   will   to  throw  all   sorts   of 
expressions  into  those  wonderful  eyes  of   hers,  and 
nothing  was   more   likely   than  that  she  desired   to 
subjugate  him  for  the  mere  fun  and  triumph  of  doing 
so.      Nevertheless,   it  remained  true   that   she  had 
shown  herself  far  too  dangerous  to  be  trifled  with, 
that  she  had  chosen  to  exercise  her  powers  once,  and 
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that  she  might  choose  to  exercise  them  again — with 
more  serious  consequences,  possibly. 

'And  I'm  such  a  miserable  idiot!'  sighed  Arthur. 
*  Heaven  only  knows  what  I  mightn't  say  or  do,  if  she 
were  to  play  the  same  game  with  me  a  second  time  ! 
It's  a  horrible  situation  to  be  placed  in.  And  to 
think  that  Khoda  could  save  me  with  three  words !' 

It  was  on  the  evening  of  the  third  day  that  this 
inward  ejaculation  escaped  him.  He  was  wending 
his  way  dejectedly  towards  home,  and  just  as  he 
turned  to  cross  a  bridge  which  spans  the  stream  in 
the  upper  part  of  the  town,  who  should  emerge  from 
one  of  the  narrow  streets,  as  if  in  response  to  his 
unspoken  prayer,  but  Khoda  herself !  Now,  there  was 
nothing  very  extraordinary  in  that ;  but  Arthur  was 
thrown  into  such  a  state  of  agitation  by  the  sight  of 
her  that  he  could  make  no  coherent  reply  to  her 
cheerful  greeting. 

'Where  have  you  been  all  this  long  time?'  she 
asked.     *  I  began  to  think  you  must  be  ill,  and  I 
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should  have  sent  to  St.  Aim's  to  inqim*e,  if  I  had  had 
anybody  to  send.'  Then,  noticing  that  he  was 
evidently  not  himself,  she  added,  with  more  anxiety 
in  her  tone,  '  We  haven't  done  anything  to  offend  you, 
have  we '?  I  hope  you  will  be  friendly  enough  to  tell 
me  if  we  have.' 

*  Oh  no — not  you  !'  answered  Arthur  hurriedly.  '  I 
saw  your  brother  on  Sunday,  you  know,  and — but,  of 
course,  he  hasn't  said  anything  to  you,  and  if  he 
hasn't,  I  suppose  I  mustn't.' 

Ehoda  looked  perplexed.  '  Do  you  mean  about  your 
not  commg  to  church  in  the  evening?'  she  asked. 
'  But  I  am  sure  you  are  quite  mistaken  if  you  think 
that  Victor  was  in  the  least  annoyed  about  that.  In 
the  first  place,  he  doesn't  i^retend  to  give  any  orders 
to  you  upon  the  subject ;  besides  which,  he  imderstood 
perfectly  well  how  it  happened,  and  he  was  laughing 
about  it  afterwards.  Miss  Hamersley  isn't  to  be 
denied,  is  she  ?' 

*  No,'  said  Ai'thur  rather  grimly,  *  Miss  Hamersley 
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isn't  to  be  denied.  But  it  was  in  the  morning  that 
I  saw  your  brother ;  I  scarcely  spoke  to  him  when 
we  met  outside  the  church. 

After  that,  a  full  confession  was,  of  course,  unavoid- 
able. Arthur  had  no  deliberate  intention  of  rendering 
it  so,  although  it  may  be  doubted  whether  he  could 
have  held  his  tongue  even  if  he  had  admitted  what  he 
subsequently  declined  to  admit,  that  he  was  stealing 
a  march  upon  Colonel  Meynell  by  avowing  his  love 
there  and  then.  The  whole  story  came  out.  He 
said  he  had  no  hope — or,  at  all  events,  scarcely  any — 
but  he  felt  that  he  had  been  asked  to  accept  a  position 
which  it  would  be  impossible  for  him  to  maintain  ;  he 
preferred  to  know  the  worst  at  once  and  have  done 
with  it.  Some  hint  he  gave  of  a  terrible,  mysterious 
fate  which  might  be  in  store  for  him,  should  he  be 
rejected  ;  but  he  did  not  dwell  long  on  that,  and  he 
concluded  an  appeal  which  made  up  in  earnestness 
for  what  it  may  have  lacked  in  eloquence  by  begging 
to  be  put  out  of  his  pain  forthwith. 
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They  had  reached  the  shelter  of  the  woods,  where 
they  were  m  no  danger  of  bemg  beheld  by  spectators 
less  discreet  than  sqmrrels  or  bh'ds,  when  he  ceased 
speaking  and  halted  to  receive  Ehoda's  reply.  This 
did  not  come  speedil}'.  She  walked  slowly  on,  with- 
out looking  at  him,  so  that  he  was  constrained  to 
resume  his  march,  and  he  felt  it  to  be  a  good  omen 
th^t  she  should  be  so  little  perturbed.  Yet,  when  at 
length  she  opened  her  lips,  it  was  only  to  say : 

'  I  must  tell  Victor.' 

*  Oh,  of  course  !'  he  answered  eagerly.  '  I  wouldn't 
for  the  world  have  any  secrecy  about  it,  and  I  don't 
at  all  expect  your  brother  to  give  his  sanction  imme- 
diateh'.  I  quite  see  that  he  is  right — m  a  way.  I 
ought  to  have  an  income  of  my  own,  or  a  profes- 
sion  ' 

'Yes,  I  suppose  any  father  or  guardian  would  say 
that.' 

'  But  I'm  not  askmg  him  to  make  unreasonable 
concessions  ;  I'm  willing  to  wait  if — if  you  are.     Oh, 
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Ehoda,  nothing  depends  upon  him — everything  de- 
pends upon  you  !     You  know  it  is  so,  don't  you  ?' 

He  caught  her  by  both  hands,  and  gazed  implor- 
ingly into  her  eyes,  which  were  raised  to  meet  his 
without  flinching. 

*  Yes,'  she  said,  smiling  a  little.  '  I  think  it  is  true 
that  all  really  depends  upon  me  ;  but  I  can't  give  you 
an  answer  until  I  have  seen  Victor.' 

*  Your  brother  boasted  that  you  took  your  cue  from 
him  in  all  things,'  Arthur  observed,  his  countenance 
falling  slightly. 

'  I  think  that  was  true,  too;  it  wasn't  boasting.' 
'But,   Ehoda  —  surely  you   can   tell   me   at   least 
whether  you  love  me  or  not  ?' 

*  No ;  not  now.  You  have  been  very  sudden,  and 
you  must  not  press  me.  To-morrow,  at  eleven  o'clock, 
if  you  will  come  up  to  the  cottage,  I  will  answer  you  ; 
but  now  I  want  you  to  go  away,  please,  and  say 
nothing  more.' 

She  was  so  quiet,  so  self-possessed  and  authoritative, 
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that  he  released  her,  wondering  a  little  at  his  own  for- 
bearance. But,  as  he  watched  her  slim,  retreating 
figure,  flitting  upwards  through  the  wood,  his  heart 
beat  high  with  hope.  TMiatever  else  might  be  doubt- 
ful, it  was  certain  that  she  had  not  refused  him,  and 
if  she  feared  to  disobey  her  brother,  what  of  that  ? 
Had  not  she  herself  owned  that  everything  in  reality 
depended  upon  her  ? 
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